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- Right Honou rable. 


is CHARLES. 
E ARiE,of oy I 
DORSET and MIDDLESER, 


| Lord Chamberlain of his Majeſty's Houſhold, ? 
W Lord" FEewterantof Suſer, 'and one of their _ | 
Majeſties moſt Honourable Privy-Council 


My Lord, 
Gadd: wr 65 wiſh'd my ſelf more fortunate. 
Fm I have been in the ſucceſs of this Poem: +. 


The Writing of it was a means to make mie 
known to your Lordſhip; The Atting of it has loft me 
uo Reputation ; An the Printing 7: it has now given 
=; Opportunity to ſhew how muclr | honour you. - 

e dedicate it , as I have long fince lelicaed 
my yr to your Lordſhip : Let the bumble Love of 
" the Giver make you ſet ſome value upon the worthleſs 

A 2 as oof © - 


> 4 Fi 
a + _® 
a _ 
% : 
$ od E 
. ” 
” 


- 


>. 


zoMWcG BOM Ds, 


nc TEES A OG. Pa TNA > 4 5 EV 


The Epiſtle Dickey 
Gift : 1 hope it may have ſome eſteem with others, 


becaufe the Author-knows how -to-eſteem youu-y —whoſe 
dneſs love, in 


Knowledge moves admiration, and. 
all that know you. But I defign t 
nt a Panegyrich ; -not to proelatm, 


the World , but to.Jhew your Lordfhi 
theychave oblig d me to ber 


E Dedication, 
* Virtues to 
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 My-Lotd, - -* 
. } | 
Your moſt humble | 
A - bao. 
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Foot-men, Link-vexs, _—_— i other Attendants. 


p—_— ow | IEEE, 
CRY” eee ET ries rn 
Perſons Dramatis. 
Gy 1 mma Bewrl;. * Fabert to- is, Dagilin gag 
Th 7 Benyiorty : Servant t ractans. mn. *% | 
C "7 A Cavaliers Friend/to Lov in 4 
was with Gracias. 
Lovis, _t % to-Brace. | 
_ Sir Frederick _ « 4 Couſin tothe Lord. Peavfore. 
Graciana, * 0) ob Jay's in love wich the Lond 
(1 RR 
Aurelia, Sitetin love with.Cob. r SG wh 
Mrs, Rich, Widow; Siſter to the Lord 
; - Honikh in love with Sit 9""\2APA 
— ba 
Dufgy, 
. Clark, 
Sir Nicholas Cully, -\;;7 
Wheadle5> 
year 
Palmer, © af ; 
Mrs Grace, 'AWench kepeby Wheadl,. 
Jenny, Her Maid. - 
Mrs Lacy, A Wenchinge by Sir: Erederiks 
A Coach-man belonging to thaW, taow. . 
A Bell-may. 
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| | | \ | 
PROLOGUE 
H 0 cow'd expet# ſuch crowdi here to 
| Meerly on the report of a _ Play ? * 
A Man wouw'd think y ave been [0 often bit 


By us of late, you ſhowd have tearn'd more wit, 
And ff have ſent a Forlorn Hope to ſpy 
The Plot and Language of our Comedy, 
Ecxpetting till ſome deſp*rate Criticks had 
Reſolv'd you whether it were good or. bad: 
But yet- we hope you l newer grow ſa wife ; 

For if you ſhow'd;, we and our 'Cormuies 

Muſt trip to Norwich, ar for Ireland go, 
And never fix, bat, life « Puppet ſhow, 
Remove from Town to Tows, from Fair to Fair, | 
Seeking fit Chapmen to put of our Ware, f 
For ſuch our Fortune is this barren Ape, | 
That Fattion now, not Wit, —_ the Stage : 

"Wit has, like Painting, had her bappy flights, 

And in peculiar Ages reach*d her betghts, 

Though now aeclin'd ; yet cow'd ſome able Pen 
Match Fletcher*s Natare, or the Art of Ben, 

The Oldand Gr aver ſort wow'd ſcarce allow 

T hoſe Plays were good, becaafe we writ them.nom. © -- 
Our Author therefore begs you wou' «for et, 

Moſt Reverend Judges, the Recor of Wit, 

And only think upon the modern way | 
Of writing, whilſt y are cenſuring his Play. 

Anda, Gallancs, as for you, talk loud © th* Pit, 
Divert your ſelves and Friends with your own WM; 

Obſerve the Ladies, and neglett the Play, 
Or elſe *tis fear'd we are mls to day. © 
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_ Conical Revenge ; 


OR, 
LOVEinaTUB 


ACT T. SCENE x” 


CI” ———_—.. GE ——_ —_— 


The Scene, An FEY to Sir Frederick 


Frollichs Bed-Chamber. 
Enter Dufoy, with a Plaifter on his walking diſcontentedly ; and 
immediately «fter ding 


Clark, 


Gor Pox as þ hime, 


Clark. My Lord has ſent me—— 
Dufoy, Begar me vil have de revenge; me vil Sins day-in Bugs 


lande. 
Clark. Good Monſieur, w t's theamaceer? 
 Dufoy. De matre / de matre is cake to be. perceive ; 
Dis Bedlame, Mad-cape, diable de matte, yas 
Drunke de laſt night ; and yor-n#reafon, but dat 
Me did adviſe him to go to Bed, 'Begar he did 
Strike, breake my heads, Jernie. e5 
Clark. Have patience, "be di@#ivunadriſedly,} - | _,, | 
. Unadviſe ! dide not me adviſe him Y SGI 


ihs 


f 4:5 
Juſtt when he did its ? 19” AW0'W gpitg;. 208 
Mm wy \ / -*v . 


Clark, Yes ; but he was in drink you ſay. 
© "Dafoy. Tn drink®:; me viſh-he-had-been over-de head. — i 


And de ear in drinks ; Bearer Fra de. eee ene eee een. 
Drink dat van Man drinke does not ng de | 


Y. 2 Noder Mans braine: "Hark! _ [Sir Fred. knocks. 
4 þ He is avake, and none of the people arc 
i Taattende hims : Ian Villian day are all gone, run [Knocks again. 


"To the Diable ; have de patience, Lbeſeech y 


Pointifig towdfts piper} bamber 
Cla#k, cquaint! Sir Frederick, 1h e from ny Lot . 
Duf. vl, [ vil ; your ver umble Serviteur. [Exiane, 


[ SCENE. IL 
Scene, Sir SrederieÞs Bed: Chamber. 


"Enter SirFrederick in his nlcbk conn, and tre bim : Putoy. 


* Dufoy. Good mor; yu fc your Vorſhippe_; me am alvay _ 
'Ready roattende.your, Vorſhippe, and your Vorſhippe's 

Alvay ready to beate-and Fo Doſes: you yare dyunke 

De laſte nighte, and my head ake to day me : 


See you here if my brain&Hhave ne-ver-good-raiſon. _.._____. _[Shewing bis bead, 
To counſel you, and to minde yoyr bus'neſle. , 


Sir Fred, Thou haſt a norabletain- _ "A'0A am AT 
Set me down a Crown fora ©1110 -* Ret 
Plaiſter ; but forbear your rebukes. 

Dufoy. 'Tis ver couragious ting to breake de. head of your | 
Serviteur, is it-note ? Begar you vil never keepe '9 Ns 
De good Serviteur, had no me love you ver 'vel— 

Sir Fred, I know thou lov'ſt me. 

Duf. And darefore you do beate me, is datde raiſon ?, , 

Sir Fred, Prethee forbear 34 am ſary far't. 

Duf. Ver good ſatisfaction ! Dear it is me dat am Grrix fort. 

Sir Fred, Well, well. 

Duf. De Serviteur of my Lord your Coulin * 
Be come ak vid you. : > 

Sir Fred. Bring him in. 4 {Exit Dufoy, 
I am of opinion thatdrunkenneſs is not {o-:' \. hath 6 oh 8 
Damnadle a fin to me as *tis to many 3? Sarrow GE ar "a - po; 
And Repentance are ſure to be my hrſt:Work. i, | Or +, af 
The next Morning : *slid, 1 have known ſame | rr ods 
_ So4ucky at this Recreation, that, whereas ?tis 

| "% -miliar to forget what we -do in drink, 

F Hay, * even loſt the memory after Sleep, of being flag. ; 7. 
| Now , 21 feel more Qualms, #idl SUTBR Nt JOr, 2fib 1) 5:5 tents BUY 
Than: a "oung Woman in Breeding. F234 (ef 


OS — ut JOE ON 


Enter Clark. -. 
Clark ! What News from the God of Love? 
He's always at your Maſter*s Elbow ; 
Has joſtFd the Devil out of Service ; no more ! 
Mrs. Grace | Poor Girl, Mrs. Graciana has flung 
A Squibb into his Boſome, where the Wild-fire wilt 
Huzz#e for a time, and then crack, ;*$ 
It flies out at's Breeches. 
Clark. Sir, he ſent me before with his Service ; 
He'll wait on you himſelf when he's dreſsd. 
Sir Fred, In very good time ; 
There never was a Girl more humourſome, 
Nor tedious in the Drefſling of her Baby. 
Enter Dufoy, and Foot-Boy. 
Dufoy. Hays | Here is de ver fine varke, | 
 Begar, de ver vine Varke——— 
Sir Fred, What's the Buſineſs ? 
Dufoy. De Buſineſs ! de Divel take me if dare be not 
De whole Regiment Army de Hackene Cocheman, 
De Link-Boy, de Fydler, and de Shamber Mayde, 
Dat have beſeege de Howse; dis is de conſequance 
Of de Drink, vid a Poxe. 
Sir Fred, Well, The Coach-tnen and Link-boys muſt be 
Satisfy*d, I ſuppoſe there's Money due to 'em ; 
The Fidlers, for broken Heads and Inſtruments, 
Muſt be compounded with ; I leave that to your Care : 
But for the Chamber-maid, T'Il deal with her my elf ; 
Go, go, fetch her up. 


Dufoy. De Pimps, begar, 1 vil bede Pimps to no Man 


In de Chriſtendome ; do you-go fetch her up ; 
De Pimpe—— 
- Sir Fred, Go, Sirrah, dire& her. [to the, Foot-boy.] 
Now have I moſt unmanfully fallen foul ſome 
Woman, PF'll warrayt you, . and wounded 
Reputation ſhrowardly : Oh Drink, Drink! 
Thou art a vile Enemy to the civilleſt ſort of 
Courteous Ladies. — - | 7 | 
Enter Jenny, Wheadle's Wench's Maid. 
Oh Jenny, next my Heart nothing could 
Be more welcome. 

Maid. Unhand me ; 


. Are youa Man fit to be truſted with a Woman's 


Reputation ? 4 
Sir Fred, Not when I am in a reeling Condition ; 
Men are now and then ſubje& to thoſe Infirmities 


In Drink, which Women have when they are ſober. 
- Drunkenneſs is no good Secretary, Jerney 
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CEx. Clark. 


eg rom, 


. With more_Fury ! 


. Fhe Chandler refus'd to ſcore a Quart of Scurvey-graſs. 


& LOVE ina TUB. 
You muſt not look ſo angry, good Faith, you muſt not, " 
e Haig. Angry ! We always took you for a civil Gentleman. 
Sir Fred. Sol am, i troth, 1 think, 
Maid. A civil Gentleman will 
Gome to a Ladies Lodging at two a Clock 


In the Morning, and knock as it it were upon 
Life and Death , a Midwife never was knock*d up 


mt, Fan” . 


Sir Fred. Well well, Girl, AlPs well, 1 hope, all's well. 
Maid. You have made ſuch an Uproar amongſt * 

Our Neigtbours, we muſt be forc'd to change $-- 
Ovur Lodging. | 
Sir Fred, And thou art come to tell me whither—— 

Kind Heart / 
Maid. V'll ſee you a little better manner'd firſt. 

Becauſe = would not let you in at that unſeaſonable Hour, 

You, and your rude ranting Companions 

Hoop'd gnd hollow'd like Mad-men, 

And roar'd out in the Streets, 

A Whore, A Whore, AWhore ;, you need.not j 

Have knock'd good People out of their Beds, . 

You might have met with them had been 

Good enough for your Purpoſe abroad. . 
Sir Fred. *T was ill done, Jenny, indeed it was. 
Maid, *T was a Mercy, Mr. Wheadle was not there, - \ 

My Miſtreſſes Friend ; had he been there ſh'ad been quite undone. 

There's nothing got by your lewd Doings ;. you are- 

But Scandals to a civil Woman : We had ſo much: 

The good Will of the Neighbours before, we hag 

Credit for what we wou'd ; - and hut this Morning 


Sir Fred. Hang Reputation among a Company. of Raſcals ; 

Truſt me not, if thou art not grown moſt wondrous pretty. [Offers to hug ber. 
aid. Stand off, or 1 proteſt P1t make-the People 

In your Lodging to know what mamer of 

Man you are. 
Sir Fred, You and I have. been intimate Acquaintance ?— 

Why ſo coy now, Jenny ? | 
Maid. *Pray forbear :—— 


You'l never leave till I ſhriek out ; Your [Noiſe within, 
Servants liſten, hark——there's ſome body coming. 
My Miſtreſs charg'd me to tell you, ſhe'will bro [Exter Beaufort. 


N-ver ſee your Eyes again ; ſhe never deſerv'd _ 
This at your hands, —po6r:Gentlewoman ! You--— had.a.: 

Fling atme too, you did not whiſper it, I thank you: . 

'Tis a miferable Condition we all, 
Women bring our ſeives to tor your\ſakes, . ſ 


ae 5500 65g 


14 4 7 DB. 
Beauf, How now Conda what, at wars with the Women ? 
Lal night, Loo "On'Y 
| m 
Þ ow in fears! war's the Occaſion, poor Girl? 
— I tell you, my _ < + 
Sir Fred. Buzze ; Ser got tongue a going 
o_— ME hand before ey Auk, 


Sh%as made more noiſe thak half a dozen Pa me 
London-bridge at a low water is ſilence to her z . 
, In a word, rambling laſt-night, 
oo ; We knock at her Miſtreſſes Lodging, © 

| Theydeny'd us entrance, whereupon, 
| A harſh wordor two.flew out, Wireoomooel think, | 

Or ſomething to that purpoſe. 

Maid. Theſe were not all your Heroick AQions; {Enter Dufoy. 

Pray tell the Conſequence, how you =p bravely 

At the Rear of an Army of Link- 

Upon the ſudden, how you gave 4 

And then wag'd a bloody War Xue Conſtable 4 


%.. 


_— 


/ And having v t that dreadful Enaty,. - 
How you co a Gal 9c : 113% 
On the Glaſs-Wi :* Are not thei | y 


Moſt honourable Atchlevements, ſachs will be regiſtred, 
- T6 your evernal Fame, by:yhe molt. leantl;! | 
| 6; —_— of- Hicks*s- Hall, FS T 
Sir Fr Si AR cones a reaty ; 
DE We 's Heart's too tender ber Eqem 
A Woman s £00 tobe an Y 
E 4 © [They whiſhera 
Dufoy. Your moſt humble Serviteur, my-Locd. | i; wer 
Beauf. Monſieur, 1 20 bla 
| You are an excellent 
Dufoy. Bexar 8 you rink Jt 1am de Bedlans | ; 
Notings but bedlams can g 5overne hime.,' '. // 152 Y 
Sir Fred. Jenny, here's my hand ;, Pl come, | x . 
And make for gll pretty Rogue. 
oC | 
Vid a poxe. 
Maid. What rude French Rafal have you here ? 
Dufoy. Raſcals Begar ver it nod vor de reverence of my Matre, 
Gre off your Occupation. French Raſcale / 


Sir Fred, Duſyy, be go be gone and leave us. 


Dufoy. I Recreation ; t 
1 you ver god Pata, and Je Poxe, Was I 
Begar, * 4 .£" _ | 


$ 
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Maid, 1 never heard a ruder Fellow, —Sir Frederick, - * 
You'will not fail the time. a 
Sir Fred, No, no, Jenny. | 
Miaid.- Your Servant, my Lord, | 
Beauf. Farewel, Jenny. CExit Jenny, 
Sir Fred. Now did all this Ms end in a mild __ 
Inviration-to the Ladies Lodging. _ 
Beauf. 1 have known this Wenches Miſtreſs, 
Ever ſince | came from Travel, 
But never was acquainted with that. Fellaw that keeps her z, - | 
Yrithee, what is he ? . 
Sir Fred. Why his name is Wheadle ;, he's one whoſe trade i is Treachery, 
To make a Friend and then deceive him ; ; 
He's of a ready Wit, pleaſant Converſation, 
Throvughly skilPd in Men ; In a: word, 
He knows ſo much of Virtue, as makes him 
Well accompliſt'& for all manner of Vice; 
He has lately inſinuated himſelt intor -- *r yas T7 
Sir Nich'las.Culley, one whom Oliver, -': _ 
For the tranſcendent Knavery and Diloyelty. ir or 
Of his Father, has diſhonour'd with Kinghthood; | F 
A Fellow, as poor in Experience, as in Parts, 
And-one that has a. vain-glorious Humour, | 
To gain a Reputation amongſt the: Gentry, by feigning good nature. | 
And an-affe&tion to the King, and his Party. .. 0 
I made a little debauch; tfortier: day,/ in their Y, 
Where 1 foreſaw this Fellows Deſtiny, iis Purſe muſk pay. for” » 
Keeping this Wench, and all other Wheadle's Extravagances. 
But pray, my Lord, 
How thrive you in your more-hordourable- Adventures? 
is Harveſt near * When isthe'Sickle 
To be put Ith' Corn ? : 
Beauf, I have been hitherto ſo proſperous, - 
My Happineſs has ſtill out-flown my Faith... 
Nothing remains but, Ceremonial Charms, 
Graciana's fix'd i'th* Circle of my. Arms, 
Sir Fred. Then yare a happy Man for a ſeaſon;. 
Beauf, 'For ever. 
Sir Fred, I miſtruſt your Miſtreſſes Divinity 3 IF 
You'll find her Attributes but Mortal : 
Women, hke-Juglers Tricks, | 
Appear Miracles to the Ignorant ; but in themſelves, ; 
Ttare mere Cheats. [4 


Beauf. Well, well, Couſin, ' I have engag'd that you, this day. +-j=& 
Shall be my Gueſt at my Lord Bevil's Table; 5 007.7 
Fre make me Maſter of my Promiſe once. nas) 


red, *Faigh I have engag'd ta dine with my dear Sins. - 


LOVE ina TU 


Poor Girl, I have lately 7 gina ber Occaſion * 
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To ſaſpe& my kindneſs ; for your ſake, 6 ee SR EIES 
PII Venture to break my "Word, | VS 
Upon condition you'll excuſe my Errours ; 
You know my Converſation 
' Has not been amongſt ceremonious 
Ladies. 
Beauf. All modeſt Freedom you will find allow'd ; 
Formality is baniſh'd thence. 
Sir Fred. This Virtue is enough to make me bear 
With all the Inconveniencies neſt Company. 
Beauf. The freeneſs of your Humour is your Friend. 
I have ſuch news to tell thee, that, I fear, 
Thow'lt find thy Breaſt: too narrow for thy Joy, 
Sir Fred, Gently, my Lord, leſt I find "the thing too 
Little for my Ex tion, 
Beauf. Know that thy careleſs Carriage has done more 
Than all the Skill and diligence of Love _ " 


Could cer affect. 
Sir Fred, What ? the Widow has ſome kind thoughts of my Body ? 
Beauf. She loves you, and dines on purpoſe at her Brother's houſe 
This day, in hopes of ſeeing you. 
Sir Fred, Some Women like Fiſhes deſpiſe the Bait, 
Or elſe ſuſpeR it, whilſt ſtill it's ug as i<fk 
Their Mouths ;. but, ſubtilly way'd Took Sp ronh hand, 
Greedily hang themſelves pou the 
There are many ſo critically wife, 
They'll ſuffer none to ; word them but chemſeres 


Beauf. Couſin, *tis time you were preparing/for your Miſtreſs, | va 
Sir Fred, Well, ſince *tis my, Fortune, 'Tll wut It. "> 


Widow thy Ruine lye upon thine own head : 
Faith, my Lord you can witneſs, 


"Twas none of my ſeeking, ©, ; CExeunt; 
| i. * 
| SCENE IM.; 
Scene IWheadle's Lodging. 
Enter Wheadle and Palmer. 


Whead. Come, bear thy Loſſes patiently. | , 
Palm, A Pox confound all Ordinaries, WEL 5 4 
tf ever I play at an Ordinary agen—— | ; [Bites bis Thumb; 
IWhead, Thow'lt loſe thy Money : | 
Thou haſt no power to forbear ; + 
I will as ſoon undertake to reclaim a Horſe 
From a Hitch he has learn'd in his Pace, 
or an old Maſtive from worrying of Sheep: 


8 LOVEwa TUB. 
Palm, Ay;ay, there's nothing can do it but Hemp. 


. Whead. Want of Money may do much. 7 1 A 
Palm, | proteſt I had rather ſtill be vicious 


Than owe my Virtue to Necelity. 


"How commendable is Chaſtity in an Ennuch ? 
I am grown more-than half virtuous, of late ; 
I have laid the dangerons Pad now quite alide ; G 
-I walk within the Purtieus of the Law. 
Could [ but leave this Ordiaary, this Square, 
I were the molt accompliſht Man in the Town, 
Whead, *Tis pity thou art Maſter of thy Art ;\ 


- Such a nimble Hand, ſuch neat Conveyance. 


Palm. Nay, | ſhould have made an excellent Jugler, *faith. 
Whead. Come, be cheerful, 
"Pre lodg'd a Deer ſhall make amends for all ; 
[ lack'd a Man to help me ſet my Toyls, 
And thou art come moſt happily. 
Palm. My dear Wheadle, who is it ? 
Whead. My new Friend, and Patron, ho 
Sir Nicholas Cully, * | y 
Palm. He's fat, and will fay well, 1 promiſe .. 
Well PI1 do his buſineſs moſt dextroully, 
Elſe let me ever loſe the Honour 
Of ſerving a Friend in the like Nature. 
Whead. No more Words, but haſte, prepare for tie Debgn'; 
Habit your ſelf like a good thrifty Countrey-man ; 
Get Tools, Dice and Money for the Fargo, | 
And meet me at the Devil abqut Three exaRtly. 
Enter Boy. 


Boy. Sir, Sir Nicholas Cully i is without, .. 
' Whead. Deſire him to walk in. 
Here, Pglmer, the back Way, quickly, and be ſure—— 
Palm. Enough, enough I'1} warrant thee 
Enter Sir Nicholas Cully- 
Whead. Sir Nicholas, this Vilit is too great a Favour : 
I intended one to you ; 
How do you find your ſelf this Morning ? 
Cull, Faith,Much the dryer for thelaſt nights wetting, 
Whead. Like thirſty Earth which gapes the more 
For a ſmall Shower ; 
We'll ſoak you throughly to day. 
Cul. Excuſe me, Faith | am engag'd. 
Whead. 1 am ſorry for't ; 
I meant you a ſhare in my good Fortune : 
But ſince it cannot be—— 
Cul. What ? What good Fortune ? 
Whead, _ twill but vex you to know it, 


CEx. Palm. 
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* Since you have not leiſure to purſue it. | = 
Cul, Dear Wheadle, prithee tell me. | 
Whead. Now do I want Power to keey it from you. . 
| bes ag ogg tho | 
Weat out at this a _ Gentlewoman, + 
Sent with a civil Meſſage from her Lady, Wag 
Fo deſire the Happineſs of my Company | 
This Afternoon, where I ſhould have the A 


Opportunity of ſeeing another lovely brick Woman 
_ pg to a foi Citizen, , : 
$5. oO wi apt enough to hear Reaſon, | 
Rn Ga Garg - it better than her Husband » , < We 
I return'd my humble Thanks for the Honor ſhe did me,;. 
And that I could not do my ſelf fo great ari Injury, - 
To diſobey her Will ; s | 
This is the Adventure 
But ſince yave Bus'neſs— — s 
Cul. A Pox on Bug neſs. I'll defer't. f 
Whead. By no means, for a filly Woman * 
Our Pleaſures muſt be Slaves to our Afﬀeairs. 

Cul. Were it to take Poſſeſſion of an 
Eitate, Pd negle® it, | 
Are the Ladies Cay ? 
| x Whead. O moſt Loyal-bearted Ladies ! 

( j; Cul, How merry will we be then ! 
Whead. 1 ſay, mind your Bus'neſs. 

Cul, I'll go and pnt it off immediately, 
Where I meet yon in the Afternoon ? 

Whead. You'll find me at, the Devil abont Three 
A Clock, where I expe& a ſecond Summons as 
She paſſes toward the City. 

Cul. Thither will I come without fail ; 

Be ſure you wait for me . 

IWhead. Wait for thee, as a Cat does for a Mouſe 
She intends to play with, and. then nPon. - 
How. eagerly did this half-witted F chap 
F. Up the Bait ? Ls « ravenous Fiſh, Fiat will | : 

Not give the Angler leave to in e, X38 

But greedily darts up and meets it halt way. CEx. Laughing. : 


SCENE TIV. b 
| Scene the Lord Bevil's Foofe. 
Enter Graciana, and Aurelia immediately after ber, with a - 
7 | Letter m ber Hand, 
Since he fie forth, cp pb ike Res 2 1 wonder-. 


CE XxX; Cully. 


wo LOVE ina TOB. 


| Areyou as falſe and cruel as the Times ! 


I wonder Beaufort does-not yet appear ; 
Love nevgg loyters. -Love ſure brings tim here. 

- Air. Broughton the Wings of Love, here | preſent C Preſenting the Letter, 
His Soul, whoſe Body Priſons yet prevent ; 
The Noble Bruce, whoſe Vertues are his Crimes [Grac. rejeds the Letter. 
Will you not read the Stories of his Grief; BY 
But wilfully refuſe to give Relief ? 

Grac, Siſter, from you this Language | makes me ſtart 
Can you ſuſpect ſuch Vices in my Heart ? 

His Vertxes, I, as well as you, admire ; 
1 never ſcorn” d, but pity much his Fire. 

Aur, If you did pity, you would not rejet [Grac. rejeds the Letter again, 
This Meſſenger of Love : This is Negle&. 

Grac. 'Tis Cruelty to gaze on Wounds, Pm ſure. 

When we want Balſome to effe&t their Cure. 

Aur, *Tis cnly want of will in you, you have 
Beauty to kill, and Virtue too to fave. 

Grac. We of our ſelves can neither love nor hate ; 

Heav'n Joes reſerve the pow'r to guide our Fate. 

Aurel, Graciana, Enter Lord Bevil, Lovis, and tbe Widow. 

Grac, Siſter, forbear; my-Father's here. 

L. Bev. So, Girl; what, no news of your Lover yet: ? 

Our Dinner*s "ready, and I am afraid 
He will go nigh to incur the Cooks anger, 

Wid. | believe las undertook a hard task ; 
Sir Frederick, they ſay, is no ealie man 
To be perſwaded to come among us women. 


Lov. Sir. [Loyis and Lord Bevil whiſper, * 
L. Bev. What now ? ts 
id. 1 am as impatient as thou art; Girl : [To Graciana, 


1 long to ſee Sir Frederick here, 
L. Bev. Forbear, I charge yon on my bleſling : 
Not one word more of Colonel Bruce. 
Lov. You gave encouragement, Sir, to his Love: 
The honour of our Houſe now lies at ſtake. 
L. Bev. You find by your Siſters inclinations, 
Heaven has decreed her otherwiſe. 
Lov. But Sir, — 
L. Bev.” Forbear to ſpeak, or elſe forbear the Room, 
Lov.-This I can obey, but not theother. 
Enter Foot-boy. 
Foot b, «Sir, my Lord Beaufort's come. 
L. Bev. *Tis well. 
Wid. D'hear, are there not two Gentlemen ? 
Foot-b. Yes, Madam, there is another proper handſom 
Gentleman, 


LExit Lovis. 


* 


CExit Foot-boy. 
WE; Bev. 


Wid. Now, Couſin, for Sir Frederick, this man of men, 
There's nothing like him. | 


LOVE ina TUB. 


L. Bev, Come, let's walk in, and give them entertainment. , 


— 


7; 


[Exeunt all but Aurelia. 


Aur. With curious diligence I ſtill have ſtrove [ Holding the Letter in 
ber band. 


During your abſence, Bruce, to breathe your Love 
Into my Siſters boſom ; but the fire | 

Wants force ; Fate does againſt my breath conſhire : 
T have obey'd, though I cannot fulfil, 

Againſt my ſelf, the diftates of your Will ; 

My Love to yours do's _ ; lince you enjoyn'd, 

I hourly court my Rival to be kind ; 

With Paſſion too, as great as you can do 

Tavght by thoſe wounds I have receiv'd from you. 
Small is the difference that's between our ariet ; 
Yours finds no cure, and mine ſeeks no relief. 

You unſucceſsfully your Love reveal ; 

And I for ever muſt my Love conceal : 


Within my boſom Fl your Letter wear, [Putting the Letter in ber boſom. 


It is a Tomb that's proper for deſpair. 


[Exit. 


= — 


A C35 FECEMSL 
Scene, The Lord-BewviPs Houſe. 


Entey Clark and Dufoy. 


Clark. Ethinks the wound your Maſter gave you 
Laſt night, makes you look very thin and 
Wan, Monſieur. 


Dufoy. Begar you are miſtake, it be de younde 
Dat. my Metreſle did give me long ago. 
Clark, What ? ſome pretty little Engliſh Lady's 
Crept into your heart ? ; | 
Dufoy. No but damn'd little Engliſh Whore is creeps 
Into my bone begar, me could viſh dat de 
Diable vould take her vid alle my harte. 
Clark, You have manag'd your bug neſs ill, Monſieur. 
Dufoy. It vas de Raskal Cyrugin Engliſh dat did 
. Manage de buſineſs ills ; me did putte my 
Buſineſle into his haunde ; he did ſtop de 
Tape, and de liquor did varke, varke, varke, 
Up into de head and de ſhoulder begar. 
Clark. Like ſoap clapp'd under a Saddle. 
Dufoy. Here come my Matre ; holde your peace. 


C 


[Ex. Clark. 


Enter 


T2 FOYE ma TUB. 


Enter Sir Frederick, Widow, and Maid. 
Sir Fred, Whither, whither do ye draw me, Widow ; 
What's your deſign ? 
IWid, To walk a turn in the Garden, and then 
Repoſe in a cool Arbour, 
Sir Fred, Widew, I dare not venture my ſelf in thoſe amoroys. 
Shades ; you havea mind to be talking of Love, 
| perceive, and my heart's too tender to be truſted 
With ſuch converſation. 
Wid. I did not imagine you were ſo fooliſhly 
Conceited ; is it your Wit or your Perſon, Sir, 
T hat 1s fo taking ? 
Sir Fred. Truly you are much miſtaken, I have no. 
*Such great thoughts of the young man you 
See ; who ever knew a Woman have ſo much 
Reaſ9n to build her love upon merit ? 
Have we not daily experience of great 
Fortunes, that fling themſelves into the arms 
Of vain idle Fellows ? Can you blame me then 
For ſtanding upon my guard ? No, let us 
Sit down here, have each on's a Bottle of Wine 
At our elbows; ſo prompted, I dare enter into: 
Diſcourſe with you. 
Wid. Wou'd you have me fit 
And drink hand to fiſt with you, as if we were 
In the Fleece, or-ſome other of your beloved 
Taverns ? 
Sir Fred; Faith I would have thee come as near * 
As poſſible to ſomething or other I have. 
Been us'd to converſe with, that I may 
The better know how to entertain thee, 
Wid. Pray which of thoſe Ladies you uſe to 
Converſe with, could you fancy me to 
Look like ? be merry, and tell me. 
Sir Fred, *Twere too great a ſin to compare thee. 
To any of them ; and yet th'aſt ſo incens'd. : 
Me, | can hardly forbear to-wiſh thee one 
Of *em. Ho, Dufoy ! 
Widow, I ſtand in awe of this Gentleman ; 
1 muſt have hisadvice before I dare 
Keep:you Company any further. How do 
You approve the ſpending of my time 
With this Lady ? 
Dufoy. Ver vel, Begar ; : 9 
I could vilh I Ar hom. ſpende my time in def wa 
Vorſe compaignie. 
iid. You look but-ill, Monſieur ; have. 


a 


You 


You been ſick lately ? | 

Dufoy. I have de ver great affliction in my minds, 
Madam. 

IWid. What ivt ? | 

Dufoy. Truly have de ver great paſſion yor dis 
Jentel woman, and the have no compaſſion 
At all vor me; ſhe do refuſe me all my 
Amoure and my addreſle. 

IWid. Indeed, Betty, you are to blame, 

Maid. Out upon him for a French diſſembler, 

He never ſpake to me in his life, Madam. 

Dufoy. You ſee, Madam, ſhe ſcorne me vor 
Her Serviteur, 

Maid. Pray, when did you make any of your Fregch 
Love to me ? 

Dufoy. It vil breks my hearts to remember de 
Time ven you did refuſe me ? F, 

Wid. Will you permit me to ſerve you in this 
Buſineſs, Monſieur. : | 

* Dufoy. Madam, it be d* honour vor de King ds +» 
France, 

Wid. Betty, whither run you ? 

«aid. [ll not ſtay tobe jeer'd by a ſneaking 
Valet-de-Chambre : 111 be revengd 
If I live, Monſieur, x | 

Wid. I'll take ſome other time. 

Dufoy. Van you have de leifure, Madam. 

Sir Fred. By thoſe lips. 

IWid. Nay pray forbear, Sir. 

Sir Fred. Who's conceited now, * Widow ? con'd 
You imagine I was ſo fond to kiſs them ? 

IWid. You cannot blame me for ſtanding on 
My guard ſo near an Enemy. | 

Sir Fred, If you are ſo good at that, Widow, 
Let's ſee, what guard wou'd you chuſe to be at, 
Shou'd the Trumpet ſound a Charge 
To this dreadful Foe ? 

Wid. It is an idle Queſtion amongſt experienc'd 
Souldiers ; but if we ever have a War 
We'll never trouble the Trumpet ; the 
Bells ſhall proclaim our Quarrel. 

Sir Fred, It will be moſt proper ; they ſhall be 
Rung backwards. 

W:id. Why ſo, Sir ? 

Sir Fred. I'll have all the helps that may be.to 
Allay a dangerous fire ; Widows mult 
Needs have furiaus flames ; oY is 
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LEx. Betty. 


Hare 
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14. LOVE ma TUB. 
Have been at work, and blown 'em up. 
id. "You grow too rude, Sir : I will have my 
Humour, a walk i'ch* Garden ; and afterwards 
We'll take the Air in the Park. 
Sir Fred, Let us joyn hands then, Widow. 
Wid. Without the dangerous help of a Perſon. ; 
1 do not fear it, Sir. . CEx. Sir Fred.. 4nd Wid. 
Dvufoy. Begar, I do not care two Soulz if de 
Shamber-maid ver hange ; be it not 


” Great deal better pretende d' affe&ion to 


Her, dan to telle de hole Varlde [ do take 
De Medicine vor de clape ? begar it 


. Be de ver great deale better. © LEx. Dufoy, 
SCENE IL | 
Scene, A Garden belonging to my Lord BevilPs Houſe. 
Entey Beaufort and Graciana, 


Beauf. Graciana, why do you condemn your Loye ? 
Your Beauty without that, alas! would prove 
But my deſtruQion, an unlucky Star, 

Prognoſticating ruine and deſpair. 

Grac._Sir, you miſtake ; *tis not my Love [ blame; : | 
But my Diſcretion ; * Here the aftive flame [* Pointing to bey Breaſf; 
Shou'd yet alonger time have been conceal'd. 7 
Too ſoon, too ſoon I fear it was reveal'd. 

Our weaker Sex glories in a Surprize, 
We boaſt the ſudden Conqueſt of our Eyes ; 


- But men eſteem a Foe that dares contend, 


One that with noble Courage does defend 

A wounded Heart ; the Victories they gain - 

They Prize by their own hazard and their pain. 
Beauf. Graciana, can you think we take delight 

To have our happineſs againſt us fight ; 

Or that ſuch goodneſs ſhou'd us men diſpleaſe 

As do'safford us Heav'n with greater eaſe ? 


See where your Brother comes ; his 
Carriage has been ſtrange of late to me ; 
I never gave him cauſe of diſ-ontent ; 
He takes no notice of our being here - 
I will ſalute him. 

Grac. By no means ; 
Some ſerious thoughts you ſee employ his mind. 
Beauf. | muſt be civil. Your Servant, Sir. 


[Enter Lovis, walking diſcontentedly. 


\ =4 


\| —4 


Lov. You are Siſters Servant, - Sir; go fawn 
Upon your Miſtreſs ; Fare-you-well, | 
Beauf. Fare-you-well, if you are no better Company, 
Heavens ! what is the matter ? 
What ſaucy ſorrow dares approach your heart ? f 
Waſte not theſe precious Tears ; Oh, weep no more, 
Shou'd Heay*n frown, the World wou'd be too poor, 
(Rob'd of the ſacred Treaſure of your Eyes) 
To pay for mercy one fit Sacrifice. 

Grac, My Brother, Sir, is growing mad, I fear. 

Beauf. Your Brother is a Man whoſe noble Mind 
Was to ſevereſt Virtue ſtill inclin'd ; 

He in the School of Honour has been bred, 

And all her fubtle Laws with heed las read : 
There is ſome hidden cauſe, I fain would know 
From whence theſe ſtrange diſorders in him flow. 
Graciana, ſhall I beg you to diſpel 

Theſe Miſts which round my troubl'd Reaſon dwell. 

Grac. It is a Story I cov'd' wiſh you'd learn 
From one whom it does not ſo much concern ; 

I am th* unhappy cauſe of what y'ave ſeen ; 
My Brother's Paſſion does proceed” from mine, 

Beauf. This does confound me more ; it cannot be : 
You are the joy of all your Family : ; 
Dares he condema you for a noble love, 

Which honour and your duty doth approve. 

Grac My Lord, thoſe errors merit our excuſe 
Which an acceſs of virtue does produce. 

Beauf. 1 know that envy is too baſe a gueſt 
To have a lodging in his generous breaſt; 

'Tis ſome extream of Honour, or of Love, 
Or both, that thus his indignation move. 

Grac. E're1 begin, you my fad ſtory end ; 
You are a Rival to his deareſt Friend, 

Beauf. Graciana, though you have ſo great a ſhare 
Of Beauty, all that ſee you Rivals are ; 

Yet during this ſmall ſpace I did proclaim, 
To you and to the World, my purer flame, 
I never ſaw the Man that durſt draw near, 
With his ambitious Loye aſſault your Ear. 
What providence has kept us thus aſunder ? 

Grac, When [ have ſpoke, you'l find it is no wonder. 
He has a Miſtreſs more renown'd than me, _ 
Whom he does Court, his dearer Loyalty ; 
He on his legs does now her favours wear ; 
He is confin'd by her foul Raviſher : 

You may not know his Perſon ; but his Name 


. 
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CEx. Lovis. 


[Greec. weeps, 
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Is ſtrange to none that have convers'd with Fame ; 
*Tis Bruce, ' 

Beauf. The Man indeed I ne're did ſee, 
But have heard wonders of his Gallantry. 
Grac, This gallant Man my Brother ever lov'd ; 

- But his Heroick Virtues ſo improv'd 
In time thoſe ſeeds of Love which firſt were ſown, 
That to the higheſt Friendſhip they are grown. 
This Friendſhip firſt, and not his Love to me, 
Sought an Alliance with our Family. 

My Sjiter and my ſelf were newly come 

| ' Fronflearning how to lyye at home, 

f When barren of diſcourſe one day, and free 
| With's Friend, my Brother chanc'd to talk of me ; 

[ Unlucky accident ! his Friend reply'd ; 
| He long had wiſh'd their Blood might be ally'd*; 

1 * Then preſs'd him that they might my Father move 
Togive an approbation to his Love : 

His Perſon and his merits were ſo great, 

He granted faſter than they could entreat ; 

He wiſh'd the Fates that govern hearts wou'd be 
So kind to him to make our hearts agree, 

But told them he had made a ſacred Vow, 

'Never to force what Love ſhould diſallow. 


But ſee, Sir Frederick and my Aunt. 
=w Lord, ſome other time I will relate 
T he ſtory of his Love, and of its Fate. 

Sir Fred. How now, my Lord ? ſo grave a countenance 
In the preſence of your Miſtreſs ? 
Widow, what wou'd you give 
Your eyes had power to make me ſuch 
li Another melancholy Gentleman ? 
fl Wid. I have ſeen e'ne as merry a man as 
| Your ſelf, Sir Frederick, brought to ſtand 
With folded arms, and with a triſtful look 
Tell a mournfultale to a Lady. 


Sir Fred, The Devil owes ſome men a ſhame ; 
The Coach is ready ; Widow, I know 
You are ambitious to be ſeen in my Company. 
Wid. My Lord, and Couſin, will yon honour 
Me with yours to the Park ; that may take off the 
Scandal of his ? 
| Enter Aurelia and Leticia, 
Beauf. Madam, well wait upon you ; 
"But we maſt not leave this Lady behind ue: 


-- 


[Enter Sir Frederick and Widow: 


LEnter a Foot boy, aud whiſpers Sir Frederick. 


wa 
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Wid. Couſin Aurelig——— Ste 
Aurel. Madam, I beg you will excuſe me, and 
You, my Lord ; I feel a little indiſpoſition, 
And dare not venture into ſo ſharpan 
Air, x 
Beauf. Your Servant, Madam. [Exeunt all but Aurelia and Leticia. 
Auret.- Retire ;. I wou'd not have you ſtay with me, 


I have too great a train of miſery. 
If virtuous Love in none be cauſe of- | 
| Why ſhou'd it be a crime to own the flame ? KN 
But we by Cuſtom, not by Nature led, 4 
Muſt in the beaten paths of Honour tread, Y 
I love thee, Bruce ; but Heav'n, what have 1done ! * 
Leticia, did I not command you hence ? 
Letic. Madam, I hope my care is no offence : 
I am afflicted thus to ſee you take 
Delight to keep your miſeries awake. 
Aurel. Since you have heard me, ſwear you will be true ;.; 
Leticia none muſt know | love but you. 
Letic. If I at any time your Lovyedeclare, 
May I of Heav'n-and ſerving you deſpair. 
Though I am young, yet I have felt this ſmart ;_ 
Love once was buſte with my tender heart. 
| Aurel. Wert thou in love ? 
Lztic. 1 was. 
Aurel, Prethee, with whom ? 
Zetic, With one that like my ſelf did newly bloom - - | 
Methoughts his A&ions were above his years. [Sho weeps: 
Aurel, Leticia, you confirm me by your tears ; | 
Now l believe you lov'd ; did he love you ? 
Letic. That had been mote than to my Love was due ; 
He was ſo much above my humble Birth, 
My Paſſion had been fitter for his Mirth. 
Aurel, And does your Love continue ſtill the ſame ; 
Letic: Some ſparks remain, but time has quencht the flame ; _ 
I hope *twill prove as kind to you, and cure _ 
In Theſe greater griefs, which (Madam) you endure. 
| Aurel. Time to my bleeding heart brings no relief ; 
Death there muſt heal the fatal wounds of grief : 
Leticia, come within this ſhady Bower, | 
Well join our mournful Voices, and repeat 


The Gaddeſt tales we ever learn'd of Love. 


18 LOVEmaTUB.. 
| Aurelia and Leticia walk into an Arbour, and ſing this Song in Parts. - 


: SONG. 
Hen Phillis watch'd ber barmleſs Sheep, 
Not one poor Lamb was made a Prey ;, 
Tet ſhe bad cauſe enough to weep, 
_ Her filly Heart did go aſWay : 
Then fiying to the neighbouring Grove, 
She left ber tende; Flock to rove, 
And to the Winds aid breathe ber Love. = 
She ſought in vain \ 
To eaſe ber Pain ; 
The heedleſs Winds did fan ber Fire ; 
Venting ber Grief 
Gave no Relief ;, 
But rather did. increaſe Deſire. 
Then ſitting with ber Arms a-croſs, 
Her Sorrows ſtreaming from each Eye ; 
She fixt her Thoughts upon ber Loſs, 
if And in Deſpair reſols/'d to dye. 


|. Aurel. Why ſhould you weep, Leticia, whilſt we ſing ? 4 Walking out of F 
| Tell me, from whencethoſe gentle Currents ſpring ? the Arbour. 
Can yet your faded Love cauſe ſuch Freſh Showers ! 
This Water is too good for dying Flowers. 
Letic, Madam, it is ſuch Love commands this Dew, 
As cannot fade; it is my Love to you. 
Aurel, Leticia, | am weary of this place 
And yet I know not whither I ſhould go. 
| Zetic, Will you be pleagd to try if you can ſleep ? 
- That may deceive you of your cares a while. 
| Aurel. I will : there's nothing here does give me eaſe, L 
je But in the End will nouriſh my Diſeaſe. LExcunt, 


SCENE IL 


- 


Scene, A Tavern. 
Enter Wheadle, and immediately after him a Foot-Boy. 


head. The Hour is come ; a 
Where's your Maſter, Sirrah 2 

Foot-b. Hell be heie immediately, Sir. 

head. Is he neatly dreſs'd ? 

Boy. In the very ſuit he won the other day 
Of the Buckingham-ſhire Grafzer. 
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M.... Ob wa gh re it me 
2 
err ob ecommendation from a Lady 
Lark i ae re Pc cl ere x” Tone 
£ not. perceive t his Entrance. 
Ol here's Pai. Wi® * [Ex. Foot-boy. 
Weak? Price of a Score of fat. #44 45; [Enter Palmer. 
@rs they 

"= they not well become me, 

Whead. ys doubtleſs intended ther br « Rogue 
She has ſo well contrived thee for Diſguiſes, | 
Here comes Sir Nicholas. [Enter Sir Nicholas. 


Sir Nicholas, Come, come ; this is an honeſt Friead * 
And Country man of mine. 
Sir Nich, Your Servant, Sir ; Is not the. Lady come by yet ? 


Well, what News ? WF oment, Ho, here's her Boy. 


Enter 

Boy. My Lady preſents: her Service, to you, Sir, l no 

And has ſent you this. Th. " [Delivers 4 Letter. 
headl ſeems much diſpleas' 

Sir Nich, What is the matter "Man > «nad, ol N 

Whead. Read, read ; I want Patience to totell you | [Gives Cal. the Letter, | 
Fortune [pee me in all my Ex} 

"Sit the Letter, The 
Togo to Gr b with In 


Comme, come, Wheadle, 

Bleed, i muſt al riend pod an i 
my F idle 

Woman's Words ! d i 


Sir Nich. Piſh, *tis an Accident : Corte þ let us. 

Drink a Glaſs of Wine, to put theſe W 

Out of our Heads. 
Palm. Women ? Ho Boys, Women, where are the Women ? 
Whead, Here's your merry PD 


' Palmer ſings. 
He took bey by the 
Totring by to lobed; 
But as be wound ber to bins, 
The Apron-ſtring did break. 


Enter Drawer with Wine. 


Sir Nich. A mertY an eel Sir, m Mr Wheade, rencabring OT ng 
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My Land-lord, ifaith ; wov'd he were een among us now. 


Come, be merry, man. * Lend me your hand, Sir ; you [| * To Sir Nick. 


Look like an honeſt man ; here's a good health to all 
That are ſo ; Tope 


Sir Nich. Mr. Wheadle, to you 
Palm, Vl not abate you an Ae. *Slid, yare not 


here pledge me. 


So honeſt as I took you for. [Sir Nicholas drinks up the reff;. 


Palmer ſmgs, 


If any man baulk bis Liquor, 
Let bim never baulk the Gallows, 
But ſing a Pſalm there wi' th* Vicar, 
Or die mm a durty Me-bouſe. 
Enter Drawer. 
Drawer, There's a Country-man below 
Deſires to fpeak with Maſter Palmer. 
Palm. $0, fo, thank thee Lad ; it is my man, 
I' appointed him to call here ; Was ſold the Cattle, . 
I] warrant you : I'll wait on you agen preſently, 
Gentlemen. "Th 
Whead. Is not this a very t Fellow 2 _ 
Sir Nich, The pleaſanteſt I ever met with; what js he ? 
WWhead. He's a Buckingbam-ſbire Grazier, very ich ;. —_ 
He has the fat Oxen, and fat Acres inthe Vale : © 
I met him here by chance, and could not 'avoid 
Drinking a Glaſs o' Wine with him.+ I believe, 
He's gone down to receive Money ; 
*T'were an excellent deſign to bubble him. ; 
Sir Nich. How 'twou'd change his merry Note ; 
Will you try him ? 
Whead, Do you ; I cannot appear in't, "\ 
Becauſe he takes me for_his Friend. 
bir Nich, How neatly I could top upon him ! 
Whead. All things will paſs upon him, Y 
Il go your half : Talk of Dice, 
You'll perceive if he's coming. 
What Money have you about you 2? 
Sir Nich, Ten Pieces. : 
HYhead. | have about that quantity too, here, take it, 
If he ſhould run vs out of our ready Money, 
Be ſure you ſet him deep upon Tick, | 
If he'll be at you, that we may recover It ; 
For we'll not pay a Farthing of what we loſe that way. 
Hub, here he comes. 


[Drinks.. - 
[Gives Sir Nicholas the Glaſs. 
[ Drinks and leaves ſome in the Glaſs.. 


XUN 
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Enter Palmer with a'Bag of wnder bis Arm, and flings it 
| Kyo Sr fp EOF Frags 
Palm. All my fat Oxen and Sheep are melted to this, 
Gentlemen. 
Whead. Their Greaſe is well try'd, Sir. 


Sir Nicb, Come, Sir, for all your Riches, © ey 
You are in Arrear here. COffers bim a Glaſs. 


. - 


Palm. 1'll be ſoon out of your Debts : | 
My hearty Love to you, Sir. [Drinks - 


Wou'd I had you both in Buckingbam-ſbrre, 
And a Pipe of this Canary in my Cellar ; 
We'd roaſt an Ox before we parted ; 
Shou'd we not, Boy ? 


Palmer Sings. 


\ We'd ſing, and we'd laugh, and we'd drink all the Day | 
'Our Reaſon we'd banifh, our Senſes ſhou'd ſway ; 93 
Land every Pleaſure our Wills ſhou'd obey. | 62 


Palm. Come, drink to me a Brithmer if you 2 #97777 208 
Dare now. ; | W 
Sir Nich. Nay, if yow provoke me you'd find me a bold Man : « 
Give me a bigger Glaſs, Boy, So, | I | 

This is fit for Men of Worſhip ; Hang your Retail Drinkers; $54, 
Have at thee, my brave Country-man - - © [Drinks,, - al 
Palm, 1'\l do all I can for my guts to pledge thee. | | 
Ho brave Boys / that's he, car's be, Th 
How I cou'd hug thee now ! Mr, WWheadle, to you. 
IWhead.. 1 proteſt, | ma B ah fright me 
Out of your Company. Sir Ni 
Shall we have th' other ronnd ? 
Sir Nich. Let's pauſe a while. What ſay you, 
Gentlemen, if, to paſs away the time, 
And to refreſh us, we ſhould have a Box and Dice, 
And fling a merry Mayn among our ſelves in ſport ? 
Whead. *Twill ſpoil good Company ;-by no means, Sir Nicholas. 
Palm, Hang Play among Friends ; let's have a Wench. 


Sings. c 


nd Jenny was all my Foy, 
She bad my Heart at ber will ; . 

But I left ber and ber toy, ' 

When once I bad got my fill. 


_—— 
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What {ay you, ſhall we have her ? - | 
Sir Nich. Weare not\enongh drunk for a Wench : PF aual 
Palm. 1.&t's ſing a Catch then, 

Whead. Cull. Agreed, agreed, 
Whead. Begin, Mr. Palmer, 


Palmer /ngs,. ſtanding in the middle, with a Glaſs of Wine in bis Hand. 
Palm. I bave no deſign bere, © 
But drinking good Wine bere, 
Whea. Nor I Boy. 
Sir Nich. Nor I, Boy. 
Whea. TV art my Boy. 
Sir Nich. TV art my Bay. 
All 3. Onur beads are too airy for Plots: 
- _ Let us bug then all three, 
Since our Virtues agree, 
We'll bollow and caſt up our Hats. 
[They bollow whilft Palmer drinks, and then 
» change till it bas gone round. 
Sir Nich. Enough, enough. 


Palm, Very good Boys all, v © n+ 1g 


Give me a Glaſs of Wine there ;. fill a Brimmer, 

Sir Nicbolas, your Lady. 
Sir Nich. Pray, Sir, forbear ;, I muſt be forc*d to leave. 

Your Company elſe. Prithee, Wheadle, | 

Let's have a Box and Dice- 


. Whead, We ſhall grow dull. Mr. Palmer; . 
What ſay you to the Bug'neſs ? | 
Palm. I don't underſtand Dice ; I underſtand good Paſture 
And -Drink—— Hang the Devil's Bones. | 
CER [Wheadle whiſpers Cully to ſend for Dice; 
+ Cully whiſpers the Drawer... 


Palmer -Smgs. ; 
He that leaves bis Wine for Boxes and Dice, 
Or bis Wench for fear of Miſhaps, 3 | 4 
May be beg all bis days, cracking of Lice, 
And die m Concluſton of Claps,. - ©: *! 


Enter Drawer with Dice 

Palm. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the harmleſſer . 
Sport of the two; a merry Glaſs round. 

Sir Nich, Excuſe me, Sir, I1Lpledge.you here. 
Come, come, Sir, on Six ; Six is the Main ? 

Paint. The Main, what's the Main ? 

Sir Nich, Do not you underſtand Hazard ? 
Palm. 1 underſtand Dice, or Hap-Hazard, 


[Takes Dice: 


E 
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Sir Nich, Can Can you play at 
Palm, You 2 ON 
Moſt at a throw, for a Shot, 


Sir Nich. e is eaſily learn'd: The Caſter wias, * 
| IG Dechſs Tipe b. 

—_ of Gat, Cinques, two Tee' the like... 

Sir wo of a two two or 

Palm. Ho, ho, I have-you. 2 


Sir Nich, Come, ſet then. 4 

Palm. | ſer you this Bottle. WEE 

Sir Nich. Nay, nay, _—_ 

Pain. Is it a fair play, ite adle > 1 truſbeo you | To 


Whead. Upon my word a very fair ſquare Play 
But this Table is ſo wet, there's no -it. 
the next Room, 


Drawer. Will you be pleagd to remgve 
Gentlemen? 

Sir Nich. I think it will not be amiſs. 

Whead. Much better. Come, Mr. Palmer. 

Palm, Lil follow, Sir. 


1 Palmer Sings. . 


Tf ſhe a what. 996 6g 
But 
Leave ber, Aw a only worth the cave - 
Of ſome ſpruce Fack-d dandy, ”s 
har oo whore me 
Had'ſt thou. ne're ſo much- 
To ſich and whine for ſuch a Laſs, . 
Whoſe Pride's above her Pleaſure.- 


Sir Nicb. Ho 'brave Boy..' + 
Palm. March on, march on: 


4 = SINGS. 


Make much of e'ry buxome Girl, 
Which needs but little Canrtyng 1. 
Her Value is above the Pearl, 

That takes Delight. in Sporting. 


ACT IL. SCENE I 


Scene, A Tavern. 
Enter Sir Nicholas Cully, Wheadle, Palmer, and Drawer. 


—_ A Y, Sir Nic#las, for all your haſte T muſt 

Have a Note under your Hand for the thouſand 

Pounds you owe me. . 
Whead. This muſt not be among Friends, Mr. Palmer ; 


Sir ny "las ſhall not pay the Money. 


MA + Ae ” 
© Gm 


icb, | had been a Mad-man to play at ſuch a Rate 
If I hadTver intended to pay... - 
Palm. Though 1 am but a poor Copntry-man, 
I ſcorn to be chous'd - 1 haye Friends in Town. 
Whead. But hark you, Mr. Palmer ? 
Palm. Hark me no Harks ; I'll have my Money. 
Sir Nich. Drawer, take your RecKning. . ' 
Whead. laughing. Farewel, Sir ; haſte into the Country 
To mind your Cattle. 
Palm. But hark you, Gentlemen; are you in earneſt ? 
Whead. Ay indeed ; Fare you well, Sir. \ 
Palm. I took you for my Friend, Mr. Wheadle-; | 
But now I perceive what you are. 
* Your Ear, Sir. . 
Whead. Never fear him ; he dares not go into the Field, 
Without it be among his Sheep. 
Cul. Agreed ; To morrow, about Eight in the Morning, 
Near Pancridge. 
I/Vbead. 1 will have the Honour to ferve you, Sir Nich'las. 
Provide your ſelf a Second, Mr. Palmer. 1 
LExeunt Sir Nich, and Wheadle laughing. 
Palm. So, Laugh : ui.” 


This is the Sheep that I muſt fleece. © [Extt. 
SCENE IL 
Scene, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Sir Fredrick Frollick, with Fidlers before bim;, and fix or eight 
Link- Boys, dancing and ſinging. 


Sir Fred, Here, here, this is the Window ; 
Range your ſelves here, 
Enter the Bell-Man. 


Bell-uHz-Go:d morrow, Gentlemen. 
/ Sir 


[To Cully. 


Xl 


| [ 
Sir Fred. Tow, Wideo, that do fleep 


TEE 5 


s 
Atiſftreſs dear, Goed-morrow; 
idow. (He rings the Bell again. ; 
The Chamber-maid comes tothe IWindow unlac's, bolding ber nw” OI 
Petticoats in ber Hand. j 
Maid. Who's that comes at this unſeaſonable Hour, 
To diſturb my Ladies Quiet ? 
Sir Fred. An honeſt Bell-man, to mind her of her Frailty. 
Maid. Sir Frederick, 1 wonder gum will offer this ; | 
You will loſe her Favour for ever. nl de 
Sir Fred, Y'are miſtaken ; now's the Time to creep into 
Her Fayour. 
Maid. I'm ſure y'ave wad me ont of the ſweeteſt Sleep: 
Hey ho 
/ Sir Fred, Poor Girl! Let me in, Pl rock; 
| Thee into a ſweeter. 
Maid. ns PN OY FEES 


I believe Fave fri 'CEx. pf 
Sir. Fred. Sou CN a the Enemy's at hand. [Fidlers 
[The Widow comes to the Window in ber Night Gown, 
Wid. Whoſe Inſolence is this, that dares affront me 


Thus ? 
Sir m_ in 2 If there be Inſolence in Love, *tis 
a Canting Have done you this utwilling Injury. 


Wid. {hat pitiful rhyming Fellows that ? he ſpeaks 
As if he were prompted” +the Fidlers. 
Sir Fred. Alas, what Hake thus to uncloſe 
; Thoſe pretty Eye-lids which lock'd up my Foes T 
.. Wid. A godly Bunke would become that be a great 
| Deal better: He might get a pretty livi | \ 
Reading Mother Shipton's TPreckinhn or F 
Pious Exhortation at the corner of a Street: 
His movurnful Voice, I vow, has mov'd m Ag 
Sir Fred. Ay, ay, we ſhou'd have a Fellow- eeling of one 
Another indeed; Widow. , 
Wid. Sir Frederick, is it you ? 
Sir Fred. Yes truly : ; and can you be angry, Lady ? 


Have not your Quarters been beaten up 
At theſe moſt ſeaſonable hours before now ? 


6 LOVEmaTVUB 


Wid. Yes; bat it has been by ao hit bi bed aGomnitina S. 4" ie 
= what he did : I'm 44rd ſhov'd it _ [4 
our Duty, you wou weary of the 
Sir Fred. Widow, 1 hate this ice; *tis got 
Prithee let's come to't hand to fiſt 
- Wid. | give no entertainment to ſuch lewd perks. 
Farewel, Sir. Wid. 
Sir Fred. P11 fetch thee again, or conjure the whole G 
Sing the Catch I taught you at the Roſe, er ſing. 
SINGS 53: | : 


E that will win a Widows Heart 

Muſt bear up briskly to: ber +44 1) 14144 —= 
She loves the Lad that's Fee and ſmart, . 

But bates. the formal Wooer.- - 


Widow runs to the Window again, ni by Mai, | 
Wid. Hold, hold, Sir Frederick; what do you, imaging: : "hv 972 
The Neighbours will think ? ined a3 
Sir Fred. $o ill, I hope, of thee, thoul't he forc>to $ tt. LS 
Think the better of me. 
Wid. | am mach beholden to you for. the care you, have 
of my Reputation. 
Sir Fred, Talk no more , but let the door be- open'd.; "Tr 
Orelſe Fidlers Soy 
| Wid. Pray hold ; what ſecurity ſhall 1 haye or 
[ Your good behaviour ? | , 
is Sir Fred. My Sobriety. | * 
Wid. That's pawn'd at the Tavern from ery | : 
You came, ' 4 
Sir Fred, Thy own Honeſty then; is that engap 'd? ; 
Wid. I think that will go nigh to ſecure me. be. 
Give *em entrance, Betty. [ x. Wid. and ber Maid. 
Enter Palmer with a Link before bun, 
F Sir Fred. Ha ! who goes there 7? 
== Palm. An humble Creature of yours, Sir. 
if Sir Fre4, Palmer in a diſguiſe ! what roguery 
Haſt thou been about ? 
Palm. Out of my loyal inclinations doiag 
Service to his Majeſty. 
Sir Fred, What ? a plotting ? _ 
Palm. How to deſtroy his Enemies, Mr. Wheadle \ 
And 1 are very vigilant. 
Sir Fred. In bubbling of ſome body, on my life. 
Palm. We do not uſe to boaſt our ſervices, 
Nor do we ſeek Rewards ; good ations . 


Ek in: 
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Maid. Ont upon yo, Sir Prdrck; ir, 
Your old tricks. 


SCENE nr. - 
Scene, The Widow's Houſe. | 
> _ Enter Sir Frederick, leading the Widow, follow'd by her Maid. 


Sir Fred. Little did I'think I ſhou'd have been brought 
To this pals : Love never had the power to rob-me 
Of my reſt before, 
Wd. Alas poor Gentleman / he has not been us'd to” 
\ Sr rg Widow, do be peeviſh dangerous 
Sir Fr not you now ; *tis : 
ears Aywcbe my affetion ; "ixin its RON and' 


w_— Pray ne BEI Sir, | | 

Sir Fred. Why, with Kifits, ha cb Fall te ant | 
Thus, thus. [Kiſſes ber. s 

IW:d. Hold, hold, Sir ; if it be fo froward, put it out : 
To Nurſe ; 1 am not ſs fond it as | , 
Pray how have you diſpog'd your Fave Cmerades ry e 
Fi: you le them to the wes of te ; 

Sir Fred. No, you muſt be acquainted FOILS | bt” 


wane 6 Fidlers, and Maſque of Linkdoys, who are Dancing-maſters, 
er t s, a Maſque a - 3 
diſguis'd for the Frollick. er. -*,. 

Wid.. Theſe are men of skill, [After the Maſque. 3 
Sir Fred. E diſguis'd 'em for your Entertainment. «4 \ 
_ Well, Sir, now 1 hoe youl leave tan þ P 

Re 
Sir Fred. Can you in conſcience turn « young map . Ny" 

Ont of doors at this time 0? 7 gs ww £94 

-—* Ag very thought on't keep you 
a 

Wid. $o pretty, ſo well-favour'd a young man ; | 3 

One that lov loves me. : K ' | EI oe 
Sir Fred, Ay, one that loves you. F Fe 
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Wid. Truly 'tis a very hard hearted thing, _—_ She licks, 
Sir Fred. Come, come, be mollifi'd.” You may go, Gentlemen, = Jeb 
And leave me here ; you may go, 7 © - [To the Maſquers, 
Wid, You may ſtay, Gentlemen ; you may ſtay, ... | 
And take your Captain along with you : 
'Yowlt find good Quarters in ſome warm Hay-loft. 
Sir Fred. Mercileſs Woman ! Do but lend me thy Maid ; Faith I'll 
Uſe her very tenderly ang lovingly, &en as I'd'uſe 
Thy ſelf, dear Widow, 'if tho wou'dſt bat make proof 
Of my e&tion. 
" Wid, 1f the Conſtable carry your ſuſpicious perſon to the 
Compter, pray let me have notice of it ; I'll ſend my 
Taylor to be your Bail. | 
Sir Fred. Go, go to Bed, and be idle, Widow ; that's worſe than 
Any misfortune 1 can meet with. Strike up, and give 
Notice of our coming. Farewel, Widow ; 
I. pity thy. ſolitary condition. LExeunt Fidlers playing... 


SCENE TIY. 
Scene, Sir Frederick*s Lodging, 
Enter Dufoy, and Clark. 


Clark. 1 wonder Sir Frederick ſtays out ſo late. x 
Dufoy. Dis is noting ; ſix, ſeven a Clock in the morning; 
Is ver good hour. ' 
Clark, 1 hope he does not uſe theſe hours often. 
Dufoy. Some ſix, ſeven times a Week ; no oftger. 
Clark. My Lofd commanded me to wait his coming. 
Dufoy.” Matre Clark, to divertife yo, I vil tell you 
How [1 did get be acquainted vis dis bedlam Matre, 
About two, tree year ago, me had for my conveniance CEnter a. Foot -boyz. 
Diſcharge my ſelf from attending as Matre D'oſtel to. | 
A perſon of Condition in Parie ;, it hapen after de 
Diſpatch of my little affaire | 
Foot-b, That is, after h'ad ſpent his money, Sir, 
Dufoy. Jan foutre de Lacque ; me vil have de Vip. 
And de Belle vor your breek, Rogue. 
Foot-b. Sir, in a word, he was Fack-pudding to 2 Mountebank; 
And turn'd off for want of Wit-:: my Maſter pick'd him 
Up before a Puppit-ſhow, mumbling a half-penny 
Cuſtard, to ſend him with a Letter to the Poſt. 

Dufoy. Morblen, ſee, ſee de inſolance of de.Foot-boy Engliſh, 
Bogre Raſcale, you lye, begar I vil catte your troate. LExit Foot-boy,. 
Clark, He's a Rogue ; on with your ſtory, Monſieur. 
 Dufoy. Matre Clark, I am your ver humble Serviteur ; but 


| Begar 
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- Did-play hundred _ time de \... 
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Does produce dE Mellanchollique, | hf 
De new Bridge in Parie, in 9 Gove det. T "ME. 
a ——————— we 6 ke. Pn * 8 
De Marrionete and de | | 


a prog Es by a 
willing to go to de e 7 a Darriols, * ' F 
Little Caltards, vich Ad Cry apetite ver vel - | £ J 
In dis tins young dope dy rg Ip ; 

Of ver great Quality, van dat my. 


And has dove me ver favenre 
Gone by in i Croc, id dis Sh Pri, NY 


Lingwes, de bon min, de por inch and 


Mak de bow and did bek hebag mr cle oe dogs | 
To him : he did telle me dat  Jentelman h (- 
Ne Le re end entreats 
Me (If I had de oppertynity)) to ſee de Letre © | 
Deliver : he did telle me too, it vold be ver 
ny tion : de memory of de fayeur I had 
Ne ys ne mites 
Natnratly have to ſerve oo Engr 


And © Ando ade _ rd ver rat ley ſee it delleres, 


Sir Frollick percei e managment of dis 
Afﬀaire) yl gn I _——_— man Teſt and gd vi did 
Entreat& me to be his | 
D'affe&ion to his Perſone, Dn ar ca hy Wy 
Vid him, to codnfil and to adviſe him. You ſee 8 
Now de lye of the Bougre de Lacque Engliſhe, Morley. ®,. 
abeur, the Apothecary is without 
Foot-m. Monſieur 
Dufoy. "Dus nave tone wr wes begar. 4 
Matre Clark, go and ſit you down , L vil but ſiwal | I 
My Break fave. and be vid you again preſant. : 
Morbleu L' Apothecare, [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


Scene, A Field. 
Wheadle and Cully. 


Cully. Dear Wheadle, this is erous a teſtimony 
Of thy kindneſs. rhe 


% 
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head. 1 ſhou'd be angry with you if you thought o.:/ % 
What makes you ſo ſerious ? PEE ; | 35 

C#.-1 am ſorry I did not provide for both our ſafeties.. "2 

Whead. How fo ? | | | by 

Cul. Colonel Hewſon is- my Neighbour, and very good: 


Frien(l; I might have acquainted him with. 


The buſineſs, and got him with a File of Os 
Muskereers to ſecure us all. "hed ET JETS 
' Whead.” But this wou'd not ſecure your Honour: L »6 
What woy'd the World have judg'd. HW 
Cul. Let the World. have judg'd what it wou'd.: Have: Ry 


We not h1.! many precedents of late, and. 

The World knows not what to judge.? , : 
head. But you ſee there was no need to hazard' ,- bf : 
Your Reputation ; here's no Enemy appears. | . 

Cul. W<« tave done our Duty, let's be going then, | 
IWhead, We ought to wait awhile, oY 
Cul. The air isſo bleak, I, vow I can no longer | So 
Endure it. Co . | 550 ; 
Whead. Have a little patience, methinks I ſee two. bY 
Making towards us ECL 
In the next Cloſe. , — | 
Cul. Where, where ? *tis them. | GE ad L 
Whead. . Bear vp bravely now. like a Man. PREY *8 
| Cul: | proteſt [ am the wort diſſembler. | - « 
<< In caſes of this nature. 4: 
| Whead. Alon ; look like a Man of refolution:. 
Whither, whither go you ? | 
Cul. But to the next Houſe to make my. Will, re OR”, 
For fear of the worſt”: tell them PII be here | 
Again preſently. 
head. By no means ; if you give *em the leaſt occaſion. 
To ſuſpe&-you, they'll appear like. Lyons. | 
Cul. Well, *tis but giving ſecurity. for the Money ; , 
Fhat will bring me off at laſt. 
| | Enter Palmer 4 his nm 
Palm, ide the Fore-Horſe, Gentlemen. 
I nab hs oo Al Arrip but Cully, who fumbles with bis Doublet.. 
IWhead,  Good-morrow, Sir. m_ . 
Sec. Come, Sir, let as match the Swords. [To Wheadle.. 
bead, \\/ith all my heart. * » [They match the Swords. . 


a» 4. — Ou 


Palmer Smgs. 


He bad aud a good right Bilbo blade, 

herewith he us'd to Vapour ;, 

Full many a ſtubborn Foe bad made, : 
To-wince anc cut a caper. Sec. 


: Devi ; they 
will never haye done. fumbliog? 
ro eh him with his Doubtec on ; ; 


70 Call 

; Gy cut. 

Whead. butt. FOE OPAL na 
Cul. Hold, hold, I eſech you, Mr. Palmer, hear me, . 


Hear me. 
oy Ws 6 _ & gene] 
Cul. My cience not let me in a wrong; *I16ax 
Cauſe ; I will pay the Money, I have fairly loft it; 
[* Whoad, How contemptible is man, overcome bythe worlt of © 
+ Fear-! it makeshim as much below 
rot on raiſes him above them... ] will my ſelf 
Fight you both | Come on, if you dare, — 
ul. Prethee, dear Wheadle, do but hear me.- 
Whead, I diforn all the kindneſs L.ver bad fop you 
Where are theſe men of yalour, which gay tHe 
Vertue to this Mans Vice ? let me ga Lovill chaſtife | 


Fheir Inſolence my ſelf.. (Gully bolds bing. - 


Cul. Dear IWheadle, bear with the-frailties of - 
Thy Friend, 
IVhead. Death, what wou'd you have me do ? Can I ſerve 
You with any thing more dear thar my Life ? 
Cul. Let us give them ſecurity, 
Whead. Do you know what it-is You wou?d-do?- have you confider'd - 
What a thouſand Pounds is ? *cis a Fortune for any one Man. 
"Cul. I will pay it all thou. ſhalt be-no loſer. 
IWhead. Do you hear, Skepherd ? how do you expect 
This Money ? 
Palm. T expect ſuch ſecurity for it as my Friend ſhall adviſe.”.- 
Sec. A Warrant to'confeſs a Judgmentit from yon-both.. 
Whead. You ſhall be damn'd firſt ; you ſhall. 
Have nothing. | 
Palm. and Sec. -We'll have your bloods. 


[ er torfight ;, Cully bolds Wheadle. 
Whead. Let me go. They pref Te , ; 


Cul. Dear Wheadle, let it be ſo. . You ſhall ; 
_ a Jud Eg ey Gentlemen; 
will take care hereafter with whom l:engage. - 


= 
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What ?--you have your tacklings abont you. ay 4 25% v. 
_ We have Articles for Peace," 'as well as Weapons | WY ; 
For War. ; : 
AVhead. Diſpatch, deſpatch then, put me to no more | . 
Torment with delays 
Sec. Come Sir Nicholas to. the Book ; you ſee we are favourable, 
We grant you the benefit of your Clergy. Your CCul. ſubſcribes on Palmer's 
Helping hand, good Mr. Wheadle, to niſh the work. back, and then Wheadle. 
Whead. Take that into' the bargain. [Kicks bim. 
Palm. You ſhall have another, if you pleaſe, at the price. 
Sec. We ſeldom quarrel under a chookand pe pounds. V 
Palm. and Sec. We wiſh you merry, Gentlemen, 


Palmer fmgs. 
Come, let's to the Tavern ſcape, 
And drink whilſt we can ſtand ; 
We thirſt more for the Blood 0 th Grape, 
Than for "the blood of Man. 


[Exeunt Palmer 4nd Second. 
Whead. Do you ſee now what men of mighty proweſs 
Theſe are ? 
®1. 1 was to blame indeed, 
head. 1 am in ſuch a paſſion T know not what 
To do : Let us not ſtand gazing here ; 
1w Jnagd not have this known for a Kingdom, K 
No, nor I neither. | [Exeunt, 


\ SCENE VI. 
Scene, . The Lord BeviPs Houſe. 
Enter my Lord Bevil and Lovis, 


Lovis. *Tis yet within your pow'r, Sir, to maintain 
Our Honour, and prevent this threatning ſtain. 
L. Bev. Forbear this wicked inſolence : Once more 
[ charge you think on your Obedience. LExtt. L, Bevil. 
Lovis, Beauty, what art thou, we ſo much admire ! 
Thou art no real, but a ſeeming fire, | 
_ like the glow-worm, only caſts a light 
To them whoſe Reaſon Paſſion does benight.. 
Thon art a Meteor, which but blazing dies, 
Made of ſuch Vapours as fronſvs ariſe. 
Within thy guilty beams lurk cruel Fates, 
To peaceful Families, and warring States. 
Unhappy Friend, to 'doat on what we know 
Serv. Sir, Colonel Bruce, unexpedtedly releaſed from 


F 


[Ent. a Servant. 


His 
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His Imprifonment, is come to wait upon; you. © - '\ © 

Lovis. Whit ſhall 1 do ! Ys ewe he Mod: oh 

Some counſel give to my diſtrafted mind': -- - | 

Friendſhip and ſhame within me ſo contend, 

I kgow not how to ſhun or meet my Friend. | 

Where is iny gen'roys Friend 7: Oh n6 
Bruce. is my gen're g f- Oh noble Yo 
How have I been rob'd of this content ? © © » * 


Though ivation be the greateſt pain, 
When Hea a reſtores oor Heppineſ again, chal <2 
It makes amends by our of Joy, w . 


PerfeRting that which it did once deer, 

Dear Friend, my Love does now exat its Due';. 

Graciana muſt divide my Heart with you :. 

. Condu&t me to your Siſter, where-l may 

Make this my Morn-of Joy a glorious Day. 

What means this ſad Aſtoniſhment £ - 
Lovis. How can we chuſe but with Confuſion greet,,. e 

When 1 your Joys with equal Sorrows meet. | | 
Bruce, O Heav'n! Muſt my Afﬀittions have no End ! 


I ſcap'd my Foe to periſh by my Friend : | » 

What ſtrange Di can produce this Grief ! ; 

Is Graciana ? , ſpeak : Be brief. L&: 
Lovis. She lives ; but I could wiſh her dead. - | | 
Bruce. 'Raſh Man ! Why ſhould Lory ſvell-fo high,; — \ ' 1 

To:wiſh the World this great Calamity | 

Wiſh the-whole Frame of nature were diſſoly'd ; 2 


That all things to a Chavs were revoly*d. We wa 
There is more Charity in this Defire ; | 4 
Since with our Loſs, our Sorrows wou'd expire. 

Enter Aurelia. 

Lovis, Here comes Aurelia, ſent for my Relief - 

Heav'n knows her Tongue can beſt expreſs this Grief : 
Examine her, and you ſhall find ere long 
I can revenge, . though not relate your Wrong. 


Bruce, For pity, haſt Awrelia, and declare [Kiſſes bey Hand, | 
The Reaſons of your Brother's frighting Care.: | 7 | : 
My Soul is rack'd with Doubts, until I know. [ After a pauſe. 


Your Silence and your Looks, Aurelia, ſhow © 

As if your Kindneſs made you bear a Part . 

Of thoſe great Sorrows that affli& his Heart. 
Aurel, His Paſſion is ſo Noble and fo Juſt, 

No gen'rous Soul can know it but it'm 

Lay claim unto a Porticn, as its Due ; | 

He can be thus concera'd for none bur you. _ js 
Bruce. Kind Maid, reveal what my Migfprtuaes are ; | 

Friendſhip muſt. not engroſs them, thougi ſhare, 


, ' | —_ _ A SD yo 
, #” ; an” 4 a 
| 1 wou'd not willingly my Love ſuſpe& ;-+ + 1. ah a. 
And yet, 1 fear, *tis anſwer'd'with N 
* Aurel, My Siſter, by unlucky Stars miſ-led, 
From you, and from her Happineſs is fled ;, 
Unskilful in the Way, by Paſlion preſt, 
She has took Shelter in —__ Bre Ed” IL | 
Bruce. Fate thou haſt done thy worſt, Thy Triumph. ſing ; 
*Now thou haſt ſtung T6 home, tIaſt loſt JE pa : | 
1 have no Power Graciana to exclaim [After a pauſe. 
Againſt your Fault; indeed you are to blame. F 
Lovis, Tell me, did ſhe her Promiſe plight, or give 
ms nr encouragement enough to live ?. 
Brute, It was her pity ſure, and not. her-Love, 
That made her-ſcem my Paſſion to approve : 6 
My Story was unpleaſant to her Ear - | 
At firſt ;- but time had made. her apt to hear 
My Love; ſhe told me that it-grew her Grief, 
As much/as mine, my Pain found no Relief ; 
"Then promis'd ſhea endeavour the decreaſe 
Of that in her which warr'd againſt my Peace, f 
*Twas in this joyful Spring of Love that I : 3; 


Was raviſh'd from her by our Enemy : X 
My hopes grew ſtrong, I baniſh'd all Deſpair : 2R/RES: % 
Theſe glowing Sparks I then left to the Care | ; i 
Of this fair Maid, thinking ſhe might inſpire ry 


My Paſſion, and blow up the kindhng Fire, 
Lovis. Alas; She to my knowledge has been true ; 
'Sh' a ſpoke and ſigh'd all that ſhe cou'd for you. 
Aurel, When you were forc'd to end, I did proceed, 
And with Succeſs the catching Fire did feed ; 
THl Noble Beaufort, one unlucky Day, . 
Viſit to our Family did pay ;- | | + 
ewly arriv'd from Foreign Courts; and fraught v2 | 
With all thoſe Virtues that in Courts are taught : p 
He with his am*rous Tales ſo charm'd her Ear, | 5 
That the of Love from none but him won'd hear. Hi 
Bruce, That Heart, which I ſo long with Toil and Pain x 
Belieg'd, and ug'd all Stratagems to gain, | * LEnter a Servant, and 
Is now become, within atrice, we ſee, whiſpers with Lovis. 
'The Triumph of another's Victory. | 
There is a Fate in Love, as well as War; 
Some, though leſs careful, more ſucceſsful are. 
L«v.s, Do not this Opportunity withſtand; 
Theſe Lovers now are walking Hand in Hand 
Vth' Garden ; fight him there, and ſacrifice 
His Heart to that falſe Woman's Cruelties: |. 
If Fate be fo unjuſt to-make thee fall 


does your Fault produce ; 
Power: evedid nor this Belief : 
Your Site 1 ith juſtice might wr? 


Lovis, Does Bruce reſolve thus conely to decline 
nar YE and like fooliſh Women pine ? 
mor pe eat Heart which in your Breaſt does dwell, 
pg > Palins RO ek e ſwell ? 
Bruce, My ro_ nt rodnncs. and I find 
Too ſoon, mind. 
Graciana, like riſe Tem 
You did not in its Youth corrett n _— 
*Tis now fo head-ſtrong, and ſo witd-z Fire, | 
I fear to both our Ruines *twill conſpire ; | 
I grow impatient, Friend, come lead me ' where | , 
I may to her my 1njur'd Love declare. | 6 
Graciana, yet your Heart ſhall be my 
Or elſe my Heart ſhall be your te bag 
Deſpair's the Iſſue of ignoble Minds, 
And but with Cowards Entertainment finds. CExeunt Lovis and Bruce, 
Aurel. Heay'n grant ſome Moderation to this Rage, 
That Reaſon their ſwell'd Paſſions may ___ 
Oh Bruce ! thou little think'ſ the 
Have to the full reveng'd thy Injury. : CExit. 


SCENE VIL | 
Scene, A Garden belonging to my Lord BevilPs Houſe. 
| Enter Beaufort and Graciana. - 


Beauf. Madam, what you have told, ſo much muſt move 
All that have. ſenſe of Honour or of Love,  * , 
That for my Rival I cou'd ſhed a Tear, 
If Grief had any power when you are near, 
Grac, Leave this Diſcourſe ; 3 your Miſtreſs yap negleQ, 
And to your Rivalall your Thoughts dire&. 


Enter Bruce and Lovis, and ſtand undiſcovered. 
Beauf. Forgive me, dear Graciana, "I have been 
By my compaſſion ſooth'd into a ſin. 
The holieſt Man that tb the Altar bows 
With wandring Thoughts too often ſtains his Vows. 


Bruce, Graciana, you 00 heme, L004 Clog br ty ene 
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Since I was here y* have tearn'd how to be kind: | 
The God of Love, which ſubtly let you ſway, ot FE tg 
Has ftoln your Heart,” and taught it to obey. | POR 
Grac. Heav'ns ! what ſtrange ſurpriſe is this! | 
Brute, Hither I'm come to make my lawful claim; 
You are my Miſtreſs, _ muſt _ my Flame. | 
Beauf. Forbear, bold Man, and do not tempt thy Fate ; [Taking ber by: 
Thou haſt no Right, her Love does Right create : + ; bs nie ok 
Thy Claim muſt to my Title here give place; tet | 
*Tis not who loves, but whom ſhe's pleas'd to grace. 
Grac, Hear me but ſpeak ; Bruce, you divide my Care, 
Fhough not my Love, you my Compaſſion ſhare; 
My Heart does double Duty, it does Mourn 
For you brave Bruce ; for. you brave Beaufort Burn. 
Bruce. Your pity but deſtroys : if you wov'd ſave, 
It is your Love, Graciana, I muſt 'have. 
Beauf. Her Love is mine, ſhe did it now declare ; 
Name it no more, but vaniſh and deſpair. 
Bruce.. Death, do you think to conjure me away / 
I am no Devil that am forc'd © obey : 
If y'are ſo good at that, here are ſuch Charms. [Laying bis baud on bis Sword. 
Can fright-y*into the Circle of her Arms. 
Beauf Hereis a Sword more fit for my Defence ; | | 
This is not Courage, Bruce, but Inſolente, [Grac. takes Beavf. in ber Arms.. 
Graciana, let me go, my Heart wants room. | 
Grac. My Arms till now were ne*reghought troubleſome. 
Bruce. Beaufort, 1 hope y*have Courage to appear, 
Where ſacred SanQuary is not near. 
Il leave you now within that happy ſtate 
Which does provoke my Fury and my Hate. [Ex. Bru, and Lov. 
Grar. You muſt not meet him in the Field, to prove. _.- © 
A doubtful Combar, for my certain Love, 
Beſide, your Heart 1s mine ; will you expoſe- 
The Heart you gave me, to its raging Foes ? 
Thoſe Men want Honour who ſtake that-at Play 
Which to their Friends their Kindneſs gave away. 
Beauf. Graciana; why did you confine me ſo, 
Within your Arms ? you ſhav'd have let me go : 
We-ſoon had finiſht this our hot debate, 
Which now muſt wait a longer time on Fate. 
Grac. None in Combuſtions blame ſuch as deſire 
To fave their precious Goods from raging Fire. 
Baaiſh this Paſſion now, my Lord, and prove 
Your Anger cannot over-cloud your Love. 
Beauf. Your glorious Preſence can this Rage controul; 
And makea Calm in my Tempeituous Soul ; 
But yer there muſt be time ; the Sun does bear: 


Win. Me *S, 
= ” On I* "Nt 
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A while with the fierce Tempeſt 
Before he make thoſe ſtormy heal, 


ACTW. SCENEL-. 
Enter Lotd Beaufort and Lovis 


Lovis. Ho weLor 7 to my Friend declare | 
ow gen you in your Acceptance were. 

Beauf. My Honour is x forward # my Lore, _ 
On equal Wings of Jealouſy my ; | 
I to my Rival will in neither 
I've won the Chamber, and will win the Field, 

Lovis.. Your Emulation, Sir, is ſmoln ſo high, 0 
You may be worthy of his Vietory : | 
You'll meet with Honour blown, not in the Bud . X- 
Whoſe Root was fed with vaſt expence of Blood.» - [Exit Lovis. 


| Enter Sir Frederick. 
Sir Fred. What, my Loxd; an, as ſtydious as a Country Vicar 
On a Saturday in the Afternoon ? 
Hef. un ar ling Spc or a | | 
Be am not y Miaking on m Miſtreſs ; 
"Tis Ation that 1 now am thinkin .oN ! a 
Wherein there's Honour to be gain'd ; 
And you, Couſin, are come luckily to.ſhare it. 
Sir Era On my Life, a Prize to be — Ft Miſtrebs: 
I had notice of your Quarre which brought me 'ichr 
So early with my Sword to ſerve you. 
But dares ſo zealous a Lover as your Lordſhip 
__ pm——_—_ of quote Miſtreſs 2 . 
I hear r Lady, ſhe w charg'd you , - 
To ſleep Ra whole Skin ; ER Men Lia] 2 
Never know when th'are well. —" If 
Beauf. Couſin, my Love to her cannot make me forget 
My Duty to my Family, 
Sir Fred, Pray whoſe Body muſt I exerciſe my Skill upon ? . 
Beauf. You met the Man ; Graciana's Brother, | | 
Sir Fred, An e Gentleman, and I have. not fenc'd of late, 
Unleſs it were with my 
Widow's Maids ; and they are e'en too hard for me, * 
At my own Weapon. 
Beauf. Coulin, 'tis time we were Preparing for the Field. 
Sir Fred, | wait to ſerve you, Sr, 


2 


28 LOVE ina TOB. 
Beauf. But yet with Grief, Graciana, I muſt go, 

Since I your Brother there ſhall meet my roe e 7+ 

My Fate too near reſembles theirs where he 

Did wound himſelf that hurt his Enemy, 


| SCENE IL 
Enter Wheadle, and Palmer dreſs'd like the Lord Bevil. 


WWhead. So, my Proteus, exaQtly dreſs'd ! 
Dexterous Rogue / is Grace ready in her Geers, 
And ſettI'd in my Lady DawbwelPs Houſe ? 

. Palm, Every Trap is baited. | 

Ihead. VIl warrant you then we catch our Cully : 
He's gone to put himſelf into a fantaſtick Garb, 

In Imitation of Sir Frederick Frolliok ; 
He's almoſt frantick with the very conceit 
Of gaining the rich Widow. But hark, 
I hear him coming ; flip down the back way, 


And to your charge. 
= Enter Cully. 


Sir Nich. Wheadle, and what think you of this Habit ? 
Is it not very modiſh ? 

Whead, As any Man need wear : | 
How did you furniſh your ſelf ſo ſuddenly ? 

Sir Nich, Suddenly ? I proteſt, 1 was, at leaſt, 
At Sixteen Brokers, before I could put my ſelf 
ExaQtly into the Faſhion : but now I defie Sir. Frederick ;; 
I am as fine as he, and-will-be as mad as he; 
If that will carry the Widow, 
PII warrant thee. 

Whead, Is it not better puſhing thus for a Fortune, 
Before your Reputation's blaſt 
With the infamous Names of Coward and Gameſter ? 
And ſo become able to pay the Thouſand Pounds without noiſe ?? 
Than going into the Country, ſelling your Land, 
Making a Havock among your Woods, or mortgaging 
Your Eſtate to a ſcrupulous Scrivener, that will 
Whiſper it into the Ears of the whole Town, 
By inquiring of your good Behaviour ?- 

Sir Nicb. Excellent Wheadle !' And will my Lord 

Bevil ſpeak my Commendations to his 
Siſter / q 

Whead. She is impatient till ſhe ſee you, Sir ; 
For in my hearing, upon the Account I gave him 
Of you, he told- her you were the prettieſt, wittieſt, 
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Wildeſt Gentleman about the Town, and a Cavalier 
In your Heart ; the only things that take her. 
Sir Nich. Wheadle, Come, 1 will go tothe Tavern, 
Sas —_— your CG of Wine 
nſtantly when 1 am drunk, | 
Ride on a Drawer's Back to viſit-her. 
Whead. Some leſs Frollick to begin with. 
| Sir Nicb. 1 will cut three Drawers over the Pate then, 
And go with a Tavern-Lanthorn before me-at Noon-Da 
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Come away. « LExount, Cully ſmging. 
SCENE II. A 
% Enter Palmer and Grace. 
__ Do not I look like a very Reverend Lord, 


Grace. And [ like a very fine Lady, Mr. Palmer ? # 
Palm. Yes in good Faith, Grace ; what a is that 
Wheadle, to. have kept ſuch a Treaſure to himſelf, | 
Without communicating a little to his Friends? [Offers to kifs ber. 
" Grace, Forbear ; you'll be out in your Part, 
My Lord, when Sir Nicholas comes. 
Palm. The truth is, my Lady, I am better 
Prepar'd at this time to a& a Lover, 
Than a Relation, 
Grace, That grave Dreſs is very amorous indeed, 
Palm. My Vertues, like thoſe of Plants-in the Winter, 
Are retired ; your warm Spring. 
Wov'd fetch '*em out with a Vengeance: 


Enter Jenny in baſte. 


Fenny. Mr. Wheadle and Sir Nich'las are come. 
Palm. Away, away then, Siſter, expe your Kew. 


Enter Wheadle and Sir Nicholas, kicking a Tavern-Boy before bin 
who has three Rottles of Wine on. a Rape banging at bis' Back.” 


Cul. ſinging. Then enarch along, Boys ;, valiant and ſtrong Boys. 
So lay down the Bottles here. 
head. My Lord, this is the worthy Gentleman 
That | told you was . 
Ambitious to be your Siſter's Servant, _ 
Cul; Hither am 1 come, my Lord, to drink 
Your Siſter's Health, without Offence, I hope. 
Palm. You are heartily welcome, Sir. - | 
Cul. Here's a_Brimmer then to her, and all the 


Fleas about her.. 


A 
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Palm, Sir, Ill call her: to pledge it. . | 
Cul. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, that you may 60 
'Be able to. tell her you have drunk it, [Palmer drinks and exit, 
IWheadle, How do you like this ? . © [Draws bis Sword, 
Shall I break-the Windows ? 
Wid. Hold, Hold ; 
You are not in a Houſe of evil Reputation, 
Cul. Well admoniſh'd, Sir Frearick Frollick, 
Enter Palmer and Grace, 
Palm. This is Sir Nich'las, Siſter. 
.Cul, I, Madam, I am Sir Nich'las, and how do you like me ? 
Grac. .A pretty Gentleman, _ ; 
Pray, Sir, are you come a Hguſe-warming, 
.Thar you bring Wine with you ? 
Cul, If you ask ſuch pert Queſtions, 
Madam, I can ſtop your Mouth. CLIES EXiſſes ber. 
Hither amyl come to be drunk, hs 
That you may ſee me drunk ; and | 
Here's a Health to your Flannel Petticoat, [CDrinks, 
Grac, Mr. Wheadle, my Service to you; a Health P 
Þo Sir Nich'las's great Grand-Father's Beard-Bruſh. [She drinks part. 
Cul. Nay, pledge me ; Ha IN 
Grac. You are not quarrelſome in your Drink, 
I hope, Sir. | 
Cul. No, faith ; I am wond'rous loving. [ Hugs ber. 
Grac.” You are a very bold Lover, 
Cul. Widow, let you and 1 go upon the Ramble 
To Night. F 
Grac, Do you take me for a Night-walker, Sir ? 
Cul. Thou ſhalt be Witneſs how many Conſtables 
-Staves [ll break about the Watch-Mens Ears : 
How many Bell-Men [ll rob of their Verſes, 
To furniſh a little Apartment in the Back- fide 
Of my Lodging. 
Grac, ] believe y? are an excellent Man at 
Quarter-ſtaff, Sir. 
Cul. The odds was on my head againſt any Warrener 
In all our Covatry ; But] have left it off this 
Two year. My Lord, what ſay you, Do you think 
Your Siſter and I ſhou'd not furniſh a Bed-chamber 
As well as two ſoberer people ? What think you, my Lord ? 
Grac. I, and a Nurſery too, I hope, Sir. 
Cul. Well aid, Widow, i'faith ; I will get upon thy Body 
A Generation of wild Cats, Children that ſhall 
Waw, waw, ſcratch their Nurſes, and be drunk 
With their Sucking-bottles. | 
Whead. "Brave Sir Nicb'las, 
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 Cui' Wheadle, give me a Brimmer ; 'the Widow «tA 
Shall drink it to our our Progeny. 
Where, w 
Palm. You have ted her hence, Sir, 
Cull, ll fright her worſe, if I find her in a Corner. . y 
Ha, Widow, Pl follow —_— PI! follow you, na [Exit Cully, 
IWhead. The Wine the Rogue witty: ; . 
Over-ads the Part I gave him ; | 
Sir Frederick is not half ſo mad : I will keep 
Him-thus elevated till he has married Grace, 
And we have the beſt part of his Eſtate at our mercy. | 
Palm. Moſt ingenious Wheadle ! - | 
IWhead. I was not born to eaſe nor Acres ; « $46; non 
Induſtry is all my ſtock of living, [The Women ſh rick within 
Palm. Hark, he puts them to the ſqueek. | 
Whead, We Don” and take him off; he's as fierce | 
As a Bandog that xs newly broke his chain. .  [Exeunt laugbing, 


SCENE -1IV. 
Scene, A Field. _ 
Enter Bruce and Lovis, and traverſe the Stage. 
Then enter four or five Men in diſguiſes. 
1 Man, This way they went ; be ſure you kill the Villain : 
Let pity be a ſtranger to your- breaſts. 


2 Man. We have been bred, you know, unacquainted with 
—_— But why, Col |, ſhou d 
3 Man. But why, Colone 'd you ſoteager! 
Purſue his Life 2 he has the report of : 
A gallant Man. 
1 Man, He murdered my Father. 
3. Han. I have heard he killd him fairly in 
The Field at Nasby. 
1 Man, He kill'd him, that's enough ; and 1 my ſelf 
Was witneſs ; I accus'd him to the 
ProteQor, and ſuborn'd Witneſs 
To have taken away his Life by form 
Of Law ; but my Plot was diſcover'd, and 
He yeſterday releagd ; ſince which Pye 
Watch'd an opportunity, without the 
Help of ſeeming Juſtice, for my Revenge. 
Strike home. 
3. Man, Weare your hirel flaves ; and fince 
You'll have it ſo, we'll hed his b «blood, 
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And never ſpare our own. ; LExeunt, drawing their Sworde. 
Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick, and traverſe the Stage, | 
/ Enter Bruce and Lovis at another door. ___ 


Bruce, Your Friendſhip, noble Youth, 's too prodigal ; 
For one already loſt you venture all ; 
Your preſent happineſs, your future joy ; 
You for the hopeleſs your great hopes deſtroy. 

Zovis.. What can I venture for ſo-brave a friend ? 
I have no hopes but what on you depend. Mg 
Shou*d 1 your Friendſhip and my Honour rate 
Below the value of a poor Eſtate. 
A. heap of dirt! -Our Family has been 
To blame, my blood muſt here atone the ſin. 

Enter the five Villains with drawn Swords. 

Heav'n, what is there an Ambulcado laid { 
Draw, deareſt Friend, I fear we are betray'd. 


1 V3, Bruce, look on me and then prepare to die., { Pulling off. 
Bruce. O Treacherous Villain ! bis Vizard, 
1 41, Fall on, and ſacrifice his blood to my Revenge. 

Lovis. More hearts than one ſhall bleed if he. mult die. [They fight. 


Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick. 

Beauf. Heavens ! what's this I ſee ! Sir Frederick, draw; 
Their blood's too good to grace ſuch . a 
Villains Swords. Courage, brave ren ;. now 
We can match their Force. | 

Lovis. We'll make you, flaves, repent [The Villains run, 
This Treachery, | 

Beauf. $0. 

Bruce. They are not worth purſvit ; we'll let them gp. 
Brave Men! this ation makes it well appear | 
*Tis Honour and not Envy brings you here. 

Beauf. We come to conquer, Bruce, and not to ſee 
Such Villains rob us of our Vidory. 
Your Lives our fatal Swords claim as their due; 
W'ad wrong'd our telves had we not righted you. 

Bruce, Your gen'rous courage has oblig'd us fo, 
That to your ſaccour we our = owe. 

Lovis. Yave done what men of Honour ought to do, 
What in your cauſe we wou'd have done for you. 

Beauf. You ſpeak the truth; w'ave but our duty done ; 
Prepare : Duty's no obligation. [He ſtrips. 

Bruce, My Honour is diſ-ſatisf'd ; I muſt, {Lovis and Sir Frederick ſtrip. 
My Lord, conſider whether it be jult / 
To draw my Sword againſt that Life which gave 
Mine, but e'en now, protection from the grave. 
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Beauf. 


e 


fo 
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My Lord Tre bvicereceird my © 

Much is to both thoſe vr naeg 

The nobler giver I m 

Though I the Gift, Heer ke gs _ IR 
| Gan i dir oli, —_—_—_— 25, 

Of ny poor Life 
No, 00 Gras TH nee Ve: 
1 pay too gear for _ Soy 
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Hed? 21911 - \ 


Beauf. Hold, gallant Mardi a NY 'J 
All gen'rons Heatts are. wonnded by this deed... LE bye ":,M 


Lovis. He does his blood for a loſt rel fp | eld';s F 2 4.& yur £1 

And ſhall not L bleed far ſo brave aFriend ? V4 CF x 

> [CLovis offcrs-to fall on bis Sword, iris Mndred h Wis 
p Sir Fred, Forbear, Sir, the Frolliek'snor'to go tonnd, as poePg 

Take it. SING - vo 
Beauf.” *Twere greater Frieddſhip toallifft mehere;. 08 I 

1:hope the wound's not mortal, t DING? 03 2110s 1 13 CrScy | 
Bruce, My Sword I doubt has fai 


' 'T has made a vent for Blood; born for | 
[Bruce 9 ju 4 nu 
Let me once. more the unkind Weap 2" 5 i, wy gs SY 
Will you prolong my pain ? oheneyt” wt 314 TC 9903 DOCIT 2V6 ; 
Lovis;" Ah deareſt Brute, 'ean Unptrs ohagg ting => £5 Gr Fl þ 
Of our great Friendſhip, and your- ” Hl oenc C 5 you DE 
Look on your Friend; your orpopin F340 bY 
And think how much they- pe 022.09: 
You for a Miſtreſs waſte that! LY -: One "Ap beceÞ? 2 
Which ſhou'd be ſpentbut for our Mater gab lo Har bo | 
Sir bred. Expence of Blood alread makez him faint;, FR 11589 
Let's carry him'tq phoned Houſe, ti wo WS 
Procure a Chair to convey hin tony. Beoife,. 
The' buſt place for aicammodation,.. . eee ; 
x mas Honour has plaid af 5-1 | -"this el, pie Lee. | 
he nq'rour does unto the Mquer'd YR... i. RO et | 
« : agl4 279: a: awed i 
S CENE V: e157 T2 ORk0 $121 / 
Enter mate 2nioin indw 1 bxems mil A 
Graciana w6 STERN H Nor oft ft Fran 


F 


; Grac: Farewel all chonghts of lizppineſs; firewel27 0 I 
From their brave hearts there flow-ſi 


My Fears together with my Sorrows ſwell *- © © | ON LENA 
Whilſt from my Eyes there flow ſuch Kreaws ut ti Gt Gy 

Here I am loſt, while both for me contend ;*© © fe Nd yo \" exboll 10, 1 
With what ſucceſs can this ſtrange Contite bt" dana rected | 


- " = TR $ 11 
Honour with Honour fights for Viftory, © * 'v] FR Ns oo Rc be TY 
And Love is made the common Enemy. dos Satan _ 
4 Enter Lard evil, nit Thretit | 29014 T6 Gon oF. "1 
q , ' 4 42 , .T TY 4 FF 
L. Bevil.' Weeping ! 'Ah-Child ! TON oy, CO WOT LO AY | 
Grac. Kill me not with expettatiop, Sig.”\. 3 il BY ,3V0 03.920 BAkk 
L. Bevil. The gen'rous Bryce has kilfa ahiy emmy > "A, on Ig 'E 
For you; Being difarm'd,- and at his + Mtarrxdex ueotoIiogh * 
7 5 RivaPs'mcy; © 6 alfa 08 rea 09: 1m. 


His Life and Sword were given him by the? *© 
Noble Youth ; He 'made a brave Sd 


”— ” F _— * 
. 
, 
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4 $35. 0 DEE a Da oe As, P — his. as Wc wh 
an _ ; q”- : x rock "—_ . V2 "—. ” 
= + -, "Mi 3 . . & ® © 6 7 4 p > s 
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Pp , da 


* 26% + anos 3s —_ *% a 


—— re Ma 1 boreye. 

The wicked ef ſad Fate. 2] oO! Us 

My Love has but diſſembled taghee bi 3567! hes! 1 ; 2: 

To py avon Lon $3.20; ih | Exit Graciana.. 
Beauf. Oh-Heav'n / andervel is wy Fate? RE 

Preſery'd by Love, to be dbyhate 1 b LExit Beaufort. 


- :SCEN E-! VL. 
Scene, The Wide” | 


noe cy au Ln, Faiefherty wk FO wwe 


Fetty. Oh, Lettice, we have ſtaid faxiyou, 77 '1! 5 
Lets. Whit haſt chondand wo theFrench-man, 
: 39. 10M 


& 2a Pre ey: 
+ Wo © 
» 
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= 


Sages a 3 1.400 ns ; TE ithd +97 


Girl ?+he lies yonder neither. y: 
No body knows what to make of him.” Þ ci ac ©. Pa oy YHUEÞ 
Betty. ent for thee to help make ſport with him, 311 © 1 uit afvis 


He'll come to himſelf, never fear him : 
Have you not obſerv'd how ſcurvily twas look'd- : 


—_— — 
T3. 153 


Of late ? _ 7 {Ft dT 
Lett. Yes ; a he proteſt ts or lorwf you” Tos AT L 
Betly, Our upon him for a diſſembling 6.9 end 03's 
He's got the foul Diſeaſe ; WALEEAD bd 
Our Coach-man diſcover *\ it by a Bottle of Diet: = ALE INTY 
Drink he brought and hid behind the Stairs, into-which OE OAGON | 
Linfus'd a little Opium. | but $200 88 [7 
Lett What doſt intend to do with him? | TL 42H) JOE GT odds 4 
Betty, You ſhall ſee. ST; X 3 RONe. » 


Enter Coach-man with a Tub without. @ Ft and” &+ 
4 bole to put ones bead cara, made cafe oe agen K } 
{.:39 2047 L 4 { 
_— m. Here's the Tub ; where's the” Freach-man 7 £ 
. He lies behind the-Stairs ;/ haſte and Þ Q: | . 
That | e may che es pun fi moot n n 
For tis near his time of waking.. | STO. | 
i ; "005 iy! *i : 
The Coach-man nd anne run bin hn Dao, pens, 'h | 
$7; 07 »14 + By 
I the Fidler at hand that us to play a the bllnd: n2..; #$0:616.J. ves» . - "i 
Alc-houſe ? 9 9 003d agg ty i 4, | 
Coach-m, He's ready,. | 1 PERL + 044 4 L 
Enter a Fidler;. 4.48 fi rity: ! by 
Betty. Well; es hxr now what horrible nol you" ba WE Piles 
Can make to wake this Gentleman. . Cider pres Thane. 
' Lett. He wants a helping hand ; his Eye-lids - LDuloy begins #6 avs? | 
Are ſeal'd up ;. ſee how the Wax. ſticks upon *em.. b C7 . 
Let me help you, Moohievr. 3; © a7] 152? | 
Dufoy. Vat are you ? Jarnie !' vat is dis! amt. ASIA 4 
Jack ina boxe ?” begar, who did putte GO) © T9550 elf Vs; TM FIT 0 +4- 
Me here ? | | : 
Retty, .Good- morrow, Monſieur ; ; will yoube plat:  .2Y01 VI b want | 


To take your Pills this Morning ? 

Dufcy. No&.: but.I vo'd have de diable take: __ 4p 
It vas yous cat did abuſe me dus, vas.. _..,. -, 
it ncte ? begar I vil kille ale de- t 
Shamber-maid in Englande. | PR 

Lett. Will you be pleagd to drink, Moaſieor2* #014 
There's a Bottle of your Diet-drink "within: - /1 3 AO UF 
Dufoy.. Are youe de littel diable come.to o tormems mb?! wa $1 29'W nn 


XL 


- Pans ' 7-87 - = , 
; Now there' fuck q >< Es CT, 


Coach-m. RO Wes wh, w Bee: 
Gor a Ridbants an = 


A th a: 

Dot. 2s the Þs Bop you ri hre vel FRE PS, 15-6 
Convenient halters, : EO 5 v9 : *» (* 2 ue - 4) 
Jorny, Can | uos pee age inde ph. 3547; fo Loves? ph Bina 
Betty. You begin'to ſi rex, Modhenr is PREY hare” 

Proper for you. Iv wok rus 

Dufoy. 1 have no-more | 

I vil breaks dis priſon; or 


; - 


a; JS." 4q5 7 


—— 


% 


I'vih. | | 
{2a very. iT Gave frim well; met JAY 


> come, he looks 8 follely an Bve | _ , 


Eeiiomintmnenth S oft rai 
r: - 
ELD a fl agen 


I-canno | canwo 
And ſtarvetod 


I vil go hi my ſelfe | ab C | 
3 I vil no be de laughe- | 
For every Jackanapt Engliths. Morbleu,. Wy b- 


[7 


LOFT in; TUB 
5 5-364 215 1 6018 nt 1 7909 e8y [ poldtoM 


S c BN E: VIKou) 281 90 2dnides Mo vatll 


& ir 4:0 978m 02 $e2!q uoy 21 vio 


-Si# Frederick is brought in-upon c 'Sier; with hari oy Mey fa 


tended by a Gentleman in a M wing Clank: Four earry- the 
with their Inſtruments tuck'd under OS »[dgit T0 
Jo; ei; 51 it V.” £:..i% ob off E'goft 2d W a3 
Enter the Widow weeping. : Il 701 co07 Shook 
hn: 22 D vn ata 
Mourner. Madam, you muſt expect a bloody conſeque \ > cM. 4.00 
"When men of ſach prodigions a be kehrs &q ws, T9217 wo 1 j 
"The young Lord Beaufort was.thiefirſt. ttiar-fetl, | og mn Lib yo 4x wo 
_  Aﬀeer his Sword too deeply had engag'd £251: 199 26991 * $100Þ ni 2 
His Rival not to ſtay betiiact him Jong, of. d3ro 1”) 917 (7 noo met an .MnoD 
Sir Frederick with your Nephew bravely "as; 's < eide!tpl bur 29005 
Death long did keep his diſtance, as if he .!' |»: -ofle tdgin* 105 v9 / 
Had fear'd exceſs of Valour ; but when theyyov \ 1111 Lis a0Y $. # eþ-1 cv ; 
Ore-loaded with their wounds, began to faint, 1926 51931 d umm; 1001 | 
He with his terrors did invade their Breaſtz. ni! ib 9167 360 1 117) vo] 
-Fame ſoon brought many to theTagiok Place; 24901 5 r.i9od yo Yamin 
Where | found my deareſt Friend, Sir ory 4 OV '10t 129701) 
Almoſt as poor in Breath as Blood : | 7 9061 1 th 
'He took me by the Hand, and all the Stock Waddefr I ny ef; 399 , 
-He.ſpeat; Madgyz;'in, calling upon you. 4 i 48's {il 5 re 94497 ; 
He rſt proclaim'd your Vertues, ; 95555 07 4nigad 2H 00 
And having charg'd me to convey his Corps hither, Mets: Zottitah $1007 her 
To.walton:;you,: hisdatelt Breatp\expir@ "yy bum eidl © 84ttuel ; 
With the.Command: + Fm, Yi 5 tina 
Wid. The World's too poor to recompence this oſs; n.4 1 Lond id 30 
Unhappy Woman ! why ſhou'd I ſurvive - | fs "—_ IT 
The only.man in whom my Joys did live ? {TE IR! 
My dreadful Grief 
Enter Dafoy in bis Tub. . 
Dufoy. Oh my Matre, my Matre ! been has kill my 
Matre ? Morblen, I vil 
-Oh, de Diabls, de Diable! Tir Frederick flare ups which - 9.19 * | 
Sir Fred. What Devilliſh Accident-is this? 05: 10) FR 
Or has the Widow undermin'd me ? mm m9] 500k 6 
« 665y0 Widow and ber cn 2 
[ ſhall be lavgi'd to Death now indeed, -' 1} 5 Bt pun 49) JU. 
By Chamber-Maids ; why have you no + {047167 1g SSL Yen fnvic fg 


Pity, Widow 2? . .« 2V w-- 3 "tvtby 
W:d. None at all for the Living ; Ha, ha, ha. tl [8ſ4 77984, (13V2 1G 
You ſee ware provided for your Frollicks, Sir ; Ha, ha. 
Sir Fred.” Laugh but one Minute longer, I will forſwear 
Thy Company, kill thy Tabby Cat, and make thee weep 
For ever after. Wid. 


XUM 


_ 


Wid. Farewel, Sr, expe 
EE Ee vere 21 zi —y 


-To Kitchin Gp Pronicen 0+ TR FF, 
15%" Frederiok boids Ber by the. 
Sir Fred, en Rk ut 3 oh 


"+ ovpil 1 197; , 

By all thoſe Devils that haye..j. Af? Ig 21,3; 2:12 To way mY 

Hitherto poſſeſs'd thy Sex Ih. A'S” -. es '0 1 1-14 » $1.5 , p 
Wid. Ro Swearing, good Sir Frederick. P2067 1947 2A 
Sir Fred, Set thy Face then ;': let meinot ſfeethe-Remains ' dT men 


I .Qf pb6or:Sujle : = $0 now I will =—_— 246 514) ts; 
"And be Friends. v0] ,0 0 n., 4 ny os 
Not all thy Wealth ſhall hire me to | 3 939, 


Come withia ſmell of thy Br Fromm ain. Weg 2 2 I ke & 
gas and, which willie thee, WWidbe; tmporence” 
Li me, If4 ſtay one Moment: with thee; Wy " go. | 

you hear, ] Sir 2 Can ygwbe. 1b a ates whtiohet © 
That. loves you ſo pallonitely fid-yamme vega ne 0163-4 {HO van n 


You ? otitis * {Mm 03, . i x1 is 1018s 
Sir Fred, Widow, may-the Deſive of" 


tory , we brit 


Waking, till thou art as mad-as'b any,” as; 140 2b aw. VIC pain Frederick. 
IWid. How lucky was this Accideat 0 oy n; 1407 1. / 
' How he wou'd have inſulted .::: ud Pa, 400-3008 167 24 77256 
Over my Weakneſs elſe ! ; 27 1. 7 > bt por { 408 21ties ! verb 
4 - .,- Sir Fred rick, ſince I ve Warnin you 2743 1% 1377 100 100T 
More fubtit- Ways, befortT own 22-2 7 vi [Eorwont, 


1h! (43 FIC } act. 
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ACT henvty is df at 
Boreas. The Liord Bevi?s Houſe... Py 
Enter Lovis, 4 Chirangeon, | Seo carrying Bruce i «Char 


hn hit; * 
Chir. #" Ourage, b ve Sir zdo-not miſtruſt Art, -* 11 jc 54 he 
'C Brute. Fell me ado notaiſriſt my Art, 1, i 


$] Thy Skill, fond Man, "thou hero imployit in rain 9 Blk "= 
The Eaſe = giv'ſt 6 WT rn Pain; 7 i » % 
Louis. Dear Bruce, my does oncyour Life depend ;, 
Though you diſdain to live, yet ſave your Friend. 
Bruce, Do what you. pleaſe ; but are gchtioſe unkind: 


That caſe the Body to affli&t the Mind'?' - No! ETbe: Chirnrgaon dreſſes bm < 
Oh cruel Love ! then ſhootft with ſuch ſtrange Skill - wifes 
The Wounds thou mak'ſt will relthet heal au 3, | Geer 
Thy flaming Arrows kindle ſuchia Fit: : 20fh = Sr do ia Ss 

As will not waſte thy Vidtims, nor expite?- " at 5H % 


ſ 


60  LOFEinaTUY 
: LOC IS 


Lovis. 1s the Wound mortal ?. | vin, firs nor 
Or may we cheriſh Hopes of his Recovery Car tt 27.0 T30y ur 
Cbir,_ The Danger is not imminent :' yet my Prognoſtick 11157 1! 
Boads a ſad Event : For though there be no great 
Veſſel diſſected, yet [ have cauſe tofeadi\.” Wo OETES 
That the Parenchyma of the right Lobe of the Lungs; :.- Ci 200 dir 19 
Near ſome large Branch of the Aſpera Arteriag—-= >" . fQ-; 
Is perforated. | by He 200 Yi: 7 | 
 Lovis. Tell mein Engliſh, will he live or die? © © 7+ © 49 
Chir. Truly I deſpair of his Recovery,: i 7 2 4: - 
Awrel:afide.) Forgive.me, Ladies, if Exceſs of Love Py 


ſorpay.) FI 


Me beyond Rules of Modeſty does move, Cleft (ren) of Up 5079 
And againſt Cuſtom, makes me now reyeal.. - Ion 3o Yoult ni ies fathg 
"Thoſe Flames my tortur'd Breaſt did long conceal... ! 1 7 ley} 


'Tis fome Fxcuſe that ] my Love declare... | .: f 577! 1298 $1.1. 

When there's no Med'cine left to cure-Deſpair..") L[iVceps by the Chair fade. 
Bruce. Oh Heav*n ;, can fair Aurelia-weep for me ! :07 22] 7z0T 

This is ſome Comfort to my Miſery. : 10 

Kind Maid, thoſe Eyes ſhnuld only Pity. take ' -/'- ;\; KG” 0:41) 272 

- Of ſich as feet no Wounds but what they-make :{,171 (1 4 7 1 vaio V7 


_ 


Who for another in your ſight does mourn, aw vi ol \.Av0 
Deſerves not your Compaſſion, but yoyr Scorn, 7111 ont be jp oY ny 
- Aurel. 1 come not here with Tears to-pity you 3 * > 00 td 7 yon no 
I for your Pity with this Paſſion foe.) 147 © on 07 Du en Ions 17 
Bruce, My Pity ! tell me what.can'be the Grief)... , 7 7, $1324 


That from the Miſerable hopes Relief ! 
- Anrel. Before you know this Grief; you-feel-the Pain,  —— nm —- 
Bruce. You cannot loye, and not be loy'd again: | 
MVhere ſo much Beauty.does with-Love conſpire, - 
No Mortal can reſiſt that double Fire, | | 
Aurel. When proud Gratiana, wounded your brave Heart, 
© On poor Awrelia's you reveng'd the ſmart : 
Whilſt you in vain did ſeek thoſe: Wionnds to cure, | ; ; 
With Patience, 1 their Torture did endure. 


Bruce, My Happineſs has been fo long conceal'd, . $4. 930" . | 
That it becomes thy Miſery/reveal'd : ENTS | SLES 
That which ſhould prove my Joy, now proves my Grief,” 7 | 12 + 47 
And that brings Pain, which know®, had hrought Reliet. ;/ ' ! 7 of 
Aurelia, why would you not let me 2-3 of. 3-4 
Whilſt 1 had power to pay the Debt l'owe ?-* 0. ei 191k or: 3am 
"Tis now too late ; yet all Ican PH do, - +: | ov 2:49, 00] "20088 
Pi ſigh away the Breath I'vs left, for you. Si? hou £23 Res 2: 

Aurel. You yet have power'to grant meall | crave,,.. --; ' C5 [oh 1G 
*Tis not your Love I court, 'I court your Grave. & 1.83 than 7 20" 
I with my Flame ſeek not to warm your Breaſt, rn, wo. 6 trim 17 
But beg my Aſhes jn your Uxa may reſt, +. iy 1297. 390 UE þ 

or 


\ 


k 


- CU TY TH a 4 , + 
For ſince Graciand's Loſs you ſcorn'd t* out live, 
I am age) not your Death ſurvive. 
. Bruce, Hold, you too gen'rous are; yet | may live: 
Heav'n for your ike may grant me a ar by ' 
Aurel, Oh, no ! Heav'n has decreed, alas ! that we 
Shov'd in our Fates not in our Loves agree. 
Bruce. Dear Friend, my Raſhneſs I too late repent ; [To Lovis, 
I ne*re thought Death till now, a Puniſhment. 
Enter Graciana, 
Grac, Oh, do not talk of Death ! that very Sound 
Once more will give my Heart a mortal Wound': 
AE Love ety EE 
your Love and my own . 
I, like the Child, whqſe Folly —_ his Loſs, 
Refas'd the Gold, and did accept the Droſs. : 
Bruce. You have in Beaufort made ſo good a choice, 
His Virtue's ſuch he has his Rival's Voice ; 
Graciana, none but his great Soul cou'd prove 
Worthy to be the Centre of your Love. 
Grac. You to another would ſuch Virtue give, 
Brave Sir, as in your ſelf does only live. 
If to the moſt deſerving I am due, 
_ He muſt reſign his weaker Claim to you. 
Bruce, This is but Flattry ; for Pm ſure you can 
Think none ſo worthy as that gen'rous Man : 
By honour you are his. | 
Grac. Yet, Sir, 1 know 
How muchr1 to your gen'rous Paſſion owe ; 
You bleed for me ; and if for me you dye, 
Your Loſs Pll mourn with yow'd Virginity. 
Bruce, Can you be mindful of ſo ſmall a Debt, 
And that which you to Beaufort owe forget ? 
That will not Honour but Injuſtice be; 
Honour with Juſtice always does agree. 
This generous Pity which for me you ſhow, 
Is more than you to my Misfortunes owe : 
| Theſe Tears, Graciana, which for me you ſhed,” 
4- O're-prize the Blood which I for you have bled ; 
But now I can no more—— 9 
My Spirits faint within my Wearied Breaſt. ” 
Lovis. Siſter, 'tis fit you give him leave to reſt. 
Who waits ? : 
With Care convey-him to his Bed. 
Bruce, Hold —— 
Deareſt Aurelia, I will ſtrive to live, 
If you will but endeavour not to ow 


CEmter Servants, 


XUM 


IN "OE a ated, —_ NO | 4 aF Fe T we Fe - IT < mY cata oY 
$2 TOF Ema TUB. 
Lovis, Brave Man-!' the wonder of this age ether; 
For Matchleſs Gratitude, and. a hs Grace. 
Slperpiearby Fate, 


Grac, How frangely? is my 
The Man 1 love, | mult; pretend'to-hate 
And with diſſembled Scorn his Preſence fy 
Whoſe Abſence is my greateſt gang” FLIES 
| 
Beauf. Hear me, upon my Knees an you'll hear. | 


She's gone. . LEx#tGraciana:. 


There was no need, falſe W ono 
My Miſery with hopes of Happine 5 
This Scorn at firſt had to my Love and me: 
But: Juſtice been ; now it is Cruelty, . 
Was there no way his Conſtancy to,prove.. . 
But by your own Inconſtancy in Loye ? 
To try another's Virtue cou'd you * 
Graciana, to your own an Enem ws 

' Sure, *tis but Paſſion which ſhe thus does _—_ 
\ Blown up with Anger and with Diſcontent, 

Becanſe my Honour diſobey'd her Will, 

And Bruce for Love of her his Blood did ſpilL 
I-once more in her Eyes will read my Fate; 


Eneed no Wound to kill me if ſhe Hate. IRS | > » CBxeunt:. 


SCENE Th, heel COR 


Enter Cully drunk, with 4 blind Fellow led before bins. Pi be oem, 
roltyrad number of: Boys ballowing, a "Hop 


Cul. Villains, Sons of unknown Fathers. 
Tempt me no more. [The Boys pr at bins, be draws bis Sword; 
\ Ewill make a young Generation of Cripples, 
To ſucceed in Lincolns-Inn-Fields, and Covent-Garden. 


The barbarons breeding of theſe London Bays ! [Frights the. Boys away. 


Boy that leads the Cymbal. Whither do you intend to. go, 'Sir ?/ 
Cul. To ſee the Wealthy Widow, Mrs.. Rich,” 


Boy. Where does ſhe dwell, Sir ? | _ 
Cul. Hereabouts ; enquire, I will Serenade her be pi Thy eb 
At Nvon-Day. + fo =: 5 is 
Enter the Widow and ber. Maid Bitiy: ws 208 


Wid. Where is this poor Frenchman, Girl? 
He*as done me good Service. EE col 
Bctty. The Butler has got him down into the Gellar, r, Madam, xg 
Made him drunk, and laid hun to ſleep 9 ang. Wo vibrate 1 
His empty Casks, THI TA, 
Wid. Pray, when he wakes let him be-releas'd _ wy Tinpriſonttient ;* 'Y 
Betty, you uſe your Servant too ſeverely. _. CThe Cymbal plays without. 
Hark, what ridiculous Noile is that 2? It ſets my Teeth an edge. Worſe 
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| Serv. Madam, a-rade dr 09s. > 


And his Sword in his hand is, 


y * 

Cull. Sirrah play me a bawdy Tu ople 

Cs. Sera play | ” on 

Betty. 'Tis one of Oliver's, 

ING Tx hin EG 
Dairy-Maid. 


ny Grandother's + Ge thy 


Enter Servants , they bole os bits, and take ang bis Suord, 
Cull, Let me go ; | am-fiot o drunk but 1 can ſtand 
Without your help, 
Widow, here is Muſick ; ſend for a Parſon, 
And we will dance Barnaby within this 
He [il ſend 6 Conffable, Fa Few , 
or a . - 
Cul. Ly. fred pol gan 14" how choſ Rogues dread me? IN 
Did not Wheadle tell thee upon what Conditions | | _ 
_— —_— — of Xi tco Koga, C6 85428 
Widow ; , ; 22-4. 
Wid. Thi is ome drunken Miſtake; away with him, | 
Thruſt him out of door. $1: cor tg 4 
Enter '4 Servant : Cloſhing of Sword and Noſe wa, I 
Serv. Help, help, for Sir Frederick, " vIY 
 Wid.” Wd." Whar's the matter? wh of Bayliffs 
s fighting, Madam, 'with.a Company of Bay 
That bat wood are tetvet the Door 
W158. Haſte every one, and reſcue him quickly. [Exeut al but Cully, | 
Cull, Widow, come back, I ſay, Widow; - | ; 
I will not ſtir one Fook after thee-; 7 | 
Come back, 1 ſay, Widow. [Falls down aud es. RE.” 


Enter | 
Dufay. Vat de diable by de matr6 ? 


is de ver + - 
Strange Varks in dis Houſe ;-de Neg þ 

Cry, ha, ha, ha; deMen dey do 

Take de-Batton, de Dung-Vorks, ankdey de V.vorks.; 


Vat is bere, van kills? : [Looking on Cully. 


Betty. ; 
Betty, You are a truſty Servant, indeed tre you are loc up, 
While your poor Maſter 2 arveſing. and-drag'd away * © 
By unmerciful Bayliffs. 
- My.Matr6? Jernie!-detres Be lette me go: '..- 
Begar | vil kill alle de Bogre 
De Baylie,- and recover my Matre. Bogre de Baylie. 6A 
Betty. So make all the haſte you can, (ae bp bm nt of hw Ti fn of 
Dufoy.- Morblen ! Bogre de Baylic} | * 
bg er SIO, H2 - £5 WEF If 
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"This Summer-Livery may chance-to hover over 


$4 LOVE maTVUB.. 
Begar : ' Bogre the Bailie, - ra es Saran 
Enter the Widow andServant, ſeverally. 
Wid, Well, what News ? | 
Serv. Madam, they have arreſted him upon an 
Execution for Two hundred Pounds, and carried 
Him to a Bay!iff Houſe, hard by. # 
Wid. If that be all, Betty, take my Key, and give him: p 
The Money in Gold ; do you content the Baviifs. X 
But let Sir Frederick know nothing of it;. | WV 
And then let them bring him to my Houſe, FM 
As their-Prisner : Diſpatch. [Exeunt Betty and Servant: 
| Enter a Foot-Boy. . 
Foot-B. Pray, Madam, is there not aſtray Gentleman . * 
Miſ-led by Drink ?- | 
Vid. There lies the Beaſt you look for ;._ 
You had beſt remove him quickly, 
Qr I ſhall cauſe him to be put into the Pound. CEx, Widow, 
Foot-B: If 1 do not get this Fool clear off before he 
Comes to himſelf, our Plot is quite ſpoil'd : 


— 
” Un ad 


Lg 


MyThivering Limbs next Winter. 

Yonder tits honeſt Palmer, my poor Maſter, . 3 
In a Coach, quaking for fear : all that | 

See him in that Reverend Diſguiſe, 

Will ſwear he has got the Palke: 


Ho, Sir Nich'las, [Pulls bins: © 


Cul. I will drink three Beer-glaſſes tothe Widow's 
Health, before. I go. 

Foot-B.. The Widow ſtays for youy to wait upon her , 
To the Exchange. 

Cul. Let her go into her Bed-Chamber and meditate ; 
I am not drunk enough to be ſeen in her Company. 

Foet-B.- | muſt _ him away upon my back : but. 
Since things may go ill; *tis good to make ſure 
Of ſomething : I'll examine his Pockets firſt : ' 
So, for this | thank my own Ingenuity ; - 
In this Way of plain Dealing, I can live without- 


The Help of my Maſter. ; , [Enter @ Servant, * 
- Pray, Sir, will you help me up with my Burden ? 
Serv. Pm ſore your Maſter has his Load already. [They hift bim up. 
Cul. Carry me to my Widow, Boy: Where is my. 
Mulick * 


Enter Sir Frederick with the Boyliffs, who are Fidlers diſguis'd; with their 
Fiddles under their Coats, at. one. Door, and the. Widow at. another. 
Boy.. There is no Hope now; , 


PAI ſhift for my felf.  LExitBg.. 
Bid. 


Sis Fred, ' Widow, theſears old Acquaintance of mine,;. 


C YN 

Bid thaw nlcodes: 1 ors ' 
o wait vu n on meeting \ | _ 
Int Cx RO S 


Leal etip ns. 
Cul. Sir Frederick ! Widow, bid bids ei, | 
 Heis a good Friend of mine, and as rnd a Fellow as my ell ey 


Cul. I, py tn Sir ; am L not,, Widow .? 
I ſcorn to be ſoberer than your ſelf, I will driok- with you,, 
Swear with you, break Windows with you, - | 
And fo forth. | * 
= _ Widow; \ Dk your Cn wn de., 
Wid; You have no Exception againſt 0 
He has challenged you'at your Weapons. . Fo £ 
Cul. Widow, Sir Frederick ſhall be-one. of our Bride-Men ;.. 
I will have none but ſuch Fellows at our Wedding ; 
But before I marry thee will conſider _—_.. fk frm ul Js 


Sir Fred, Pra Widow, how have 
With this Nb. Lb 100g Rome 


Wid. Long enough you Sir bs break of dihies 
Sir Fred, What, you intend me for a Reſerve then ? ; 
You will have two Strings to your Bow, Widow ? . s 
I'perceive your Cunning ; and Faith, I 1 all. | 
Do you the heartier Service, if thou employ*it me by the bye,.. 
Wid. You are an excellent Gallant indeed : ſhake off 
Theſe lonſie Companions. Come, carry your Miſtreſs 
To the Park, and-treat her at the Muiberry Garden, 
This glorious Evening. 
Sir Fred, Widow, Iam a Man of buſineſs, 
That Ceremony*s to be perform'd by idle Fellows. 
Vid. What wou'd.you give to-ſuch a Friend as ſhou'd 
This buſineſs now, and make. you oge of thoſe idle Fellows. 
Sir Fred. Faith, pick and chaſe ; "JI my wealth about . 
Me, do it, and 1am all at thy ſervice, Widow. 
Wid;, Well, I have done it, Sir; you are at liberty... 
Anda leg now will ſatisfie me. . 
Sir Fred, Good Faith, thou art too.reaſonable, dear Widoiy ; 
Modeſty will wrong thee. 
Wid..” Are you fatisfi'd ? - 
Fid. Yes, Madam. - 
Enter Dufoy, with a Helmet on bis bead, and 6 great. Sword in bis band, 
Dufoy. Vare are de bougre de apes ? 
Tetibleu, bongre Rogue. CHe falls upon Meth, 
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Fid, hp, help, Sir - Prederick murder, murder }. alas, Sir, we 


Are not Bayliffs : you way ſee we are men of an BR Grwthik 
*Vocation. Inflrments 
Sir Fred. Hold, , thou mighty Man at Arms, | 


| Dufoy. Morblev, de Fidler ! | and is my Matre ROREP 
Me de Trichate, or de Jegg Engliſhe, quicklie, 2d 
{Or 1 vil make you all dance | 
-Vidont. your Fiddle z quike. 047 
.Wid, 1 am over-reach'd, 1 perceiv2. CDufoy dances a Fig. 
Sir Fred, Kind Widow, "thank thee for this releaſe. [Shaker bis. Pockets. 
- 'Laugh, Widow ; ha, ha, ha - where is your counterplot, Widow 2?- 
Ha, ha, ha. Laugh | at her, Dufoy. CE | 
'Be not ſo melancholly ; well to the Park : y" 
I care not if1 ſpend a piece or two'upen thee in Tarts and | 
Cheeſcakes, Piſh, Widow, why fo much ont of humour ? þ 
*Tis no ſhame to love ſuch a likely 
Young Fellow, 
Wid. I cou'd almoſt find in my Heart to puniſh my ſelf, 
To affi& thee, and marry that dranken Sot I never | 
Saw before, 
Sir Fred, How came he hither ? - - 
Wid. Enquire elſewhere ; 1 will not anſwer thee one \ 
Queſtion ; nor let thee ſee me out of a Mask any more 
This Fortnight. 
Sir Fred, Go, go'into thy Cloſet, look over thy old Receipts, - 
And talk wantonly now and then with thy Clamber-maid ; : 
I ſhall not trouble thee mnch till this is ſpent ; - » [Shakes bis Pockets, 
And by that time thy fooliſh Vow will be near over, . | 
Wid. I want patience to endure this Inſolence. 
Is my Charity rewarded thus ? | - 
Sir Fred. Pious Widow, call you this Charit ty? *twill get ' 
Thee little hereafter ; thou muſt anſwer for ev ry fin 
It occaſions : Here is Wine and Women | 
In abundance. [Shakes bis Pockets. 
Wid. Avoid my Houſe, and never more come near me. 
Sir Fred, But hark you, hark yon, Widow, do yau think 
This can laſt always ? 


>=... 


— 


Wid. Ungrateful Man ! . [Exit Widow. 


Sir Fred. She's gone z impatience for theſe two hours 
Poſleſs her, and then [ ſhall be pretty well 
Reveng'd, 
Dufoy. Begar, Matre, have you not de yer faithful 
Serviteur ? you do never take notice of my merit. Font 
Sir Fred. Dufoy, thou art a Man of Courage, and haſt done _ WA 
Bravely ; 1 will caſt off this Suir a Week fooner than 
I intended, to reward thy ſervice. 
DS. Begar | have ſeveral time given you Yer 
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Now the Plot will ous, 
PORE a 6.” 


bi to Min in toy actos,” 
80, where is the Widow 2: 
Sir Fred. DE hoke 


Sir Fred. But:do you hear, Sir Niel'tas ? thow FW have you: 
Courted this Widow ? - 
Cul. Mr. Wheadle can tell you : trouble me not with idle. 


Queſtions, Sir Frederick | OY 

You ſhall be welcome at any time; The loves Men - D> HRS. 

Sir Fred. Thi Mn Tue od RECEP RL; : 
ir Fre 13 1 e 

To chouſe him, has mew ) ian ſome counterfeir Widow-2 


And he being ed to the true S472 4 
Widow's Hoaſe. feion in Coach may. #11 1141 et fs 
Diſcover all; I will ſtep and ſee whoit is: © . © 2 
Hold him here, Dufoy, till1 return : Gentlemen, - _ | 
Eome you with me. [Exit Sir Frederick and Fidlersc. 

Cul. Where ismy' Miſtreſs? '% [ | 

Dufoy. Vat Metres?” 4 

Cu.- The Widow. | 7: M6Y 

. She be de Metres of my Matre.: | 4 
Cul. You lye, Sirrah. _— 


Dufoy.. Begar you be de Jackanape to telle 


Cul. You are a French Raſcal, anct1 will blow 
your Noſe without a Handkerchief. _—_ 7-7 pulls Dufoy by the OY 4 
Helps, helpeme ; Morblen ; [ vilbent 6905-0 BUS: LEY 
And my F rille you at$6 me de parton; , "Is 
Take dat. and date; aske me de pardon. 
FCully fall down, and Dufog beats bins. 
» Cul. | ask-you don, Sirrah ? 


Dufoy.. Sirrah ? Tittiblen; s 7s i fri, 
Enter Sir Frederick and Fidlers, - Ieoding in Palmer | 

Sir Fred.. Hold, hold, Dufoy. © 4 

r be do merite-to be beats; be fare he vit. | "i, 

Marr fours tres. | | | ? 3. 
Palm. "| beſeech you, ' Sir Frederick; 

C4. My Lord Bewi} ! © x wEe'y 

Sir Fred. $0, be takes him for my Lord Bevil, $029 -_ 


8 LOVE ma TOB. 


But theſe Rogues will deal too | 
Unmercifully with him : I'll take alſion upon 
Him, and uſe him more favourably my felf. EA 
Cul. My Lord, where is the mad Vo your | reap if 
| - (SFr Palmer's diſgui 
© ood 1000s Look you, Sir Nitb'las, where is my Lord Bevil ' lpuſe 
ow Fl 4 
Cul. My merry Country-Man, Mr. Palmer 1 thought you had 
iBeen in Buckingbamſbire. gAt.y [Singe. 


And be took ber by the. Apron 
Tobin ber toni ' . 


"Never a Catch now, my merry Country-man ? _ 
Sir Frederick, I owe this Gentleman a thouſand: Ponnds. 
Sir Fred. How ſo ? | 
Cul, He won it of me at Dice, Wheadle went my halfs ; 
And we have given him a Judgment for it. 
_ Sir Fred, This was the roguery you had been about the-other 
Night, when I met you in diſguiſe, Palmer, 


© - BEE gies 2 das 
by LT% 


You'll never leave your cheating and your robbing, _ | 
How many Robberies do I know | [3 
-Of your committing ? j 


But you are a worthy Gentleman, and a lover of Ingenuity. 
Sir Fred. This will not paſs : 


Produce the Judgment. 


Palm. The ore Sir, you know enough to hang me . 
| | 
Palm. Alas, Sir ! Mr. Wheadle has It. "Bn [ 


Sir Fred. Produce it, or———Fetch the Conſtable, Boy. 
Palm. Sir Frederick, be merciful to a ſorrowful Raſcal - ; 
* Here is a Copy of the-Judgment, as it is entred, * ; [6 
'Sir Fred. Who' is this counterfeit Widow ? confeſs. 4 
Palm. Truly 'twas Wheadle's contrivance ; a Pox on him: '8ﬀ 
Never any good comes on't when men are ſo unconſcionable 
In their Dealings. | [+ 
Cul. What am. I cheated, Sir Frederick ? Sirrah, q 
I will have you hang'd. 6 
Sir Fred. Speak, who is this Widow ? F 
. Palm. *Tis Grace, Sir, Wheadles Miſtreſs, whom he has plac'd | 
In my Lady Dawbwe's Houſe : I am but a poor Inſtrument, 
Abus'd by that Raſcal. | 
Sir Fred, You ſee, Sir Nich'las, what Villains theſe are; they have 
Cheated you of a Thouſand Pounds, and would have married 
You to a Wench, had I not diſcover'd their Villany, F | | 
Cul. I am beholding to you, Sir Frederick, "they are Rogues, ; 
Villanous Rogues : But where's the Widow ? q ; 
-Sir.Fred. Why, - you ſaw the true Widow here a.little while ago. 


A 


| enty | ', | | : 
Y * 
I will marry her forthwith, 'and be your ts Fre, 


4 Cul. I have heard ſhe is a very fine | dy 
Sir *Fred. Come then, PIl carry-yoo whete * * va 
| You may ſee-her, and ask her Conſent.” © + = 
; Palmer, you mult go o along with'us, 
> And by the oy DR tos, Doves 
: Do you guard him, , 6 Fidlers. . 
A Sir Fred, Come, Sir NicÞlas. ; 1 ha +: 1026.20 wore nia ak | 
. Cul: How came | hither 7 F > eat; ' 
5 Sir Fred. for wil tl in Ori = 
© Palm. What curſed accident was this ? what 
7 Miſchievous Stars have the mgnaging 
Of my Fortune ? Here's 5 arm with al my heart. 
Like an after-game at + he er To vt: nth 05 of 
Dufoy. Alon marche, Shentelmen 1 ſhets ; ” ff tre M44 
; March&;z You make de months of  -. ., #50. ral as 30 0s 
F De Shentelmen : beger you vil make de | wc > 
it  Wry mouths ven you be hangs. - (kt © ,504 0 26). 5 Bands, > > 
; | | (Cr hats 7 
? » _ SCENE: tiny ven 32 tory, 
T Enter Graciana and Leticia ſeveratl; Latch «Nagy nk Ha. | 
Gras, Leticia, rode nk | wp: 
=  * 26 Cropping the beauty of the. I” Ks Ys: 
FAC. ly doſt thou 1 | 
X F: - "03s. S, 
| adradrncta ory > 
Folk Lat, ns l 
wal fre Voceres ay wat "Ci naknnee Air. | 
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Adies, thou oe? 7 "ring Eyes- , F {Let; ſings; bf 
, L Love ? emer bis Shih feſt : we, Si | 


And borrows thoſe bright Arms from ) your 
With wbich be does the World ſubdue. 
Tet you-your ſelves are not above” * ... 
The Empire nor the Griefs of Sins. 


Then wrack not Lovers with djlsin, 

Leſt Love on you revenge t Pain ; 

You. are not free becauſe y're fair ; 

Ria ME IT, 
Beauty's but an 
It. is no. Armour <2 wg 


Grac.' Near Girl, thou art my little Confident z ; 3 \ 
1oft to thee have breath'd my diſcontent ; | g 
And thy ſweet Voice as oft has eas'd my care : | "A . 
But. now-my Breath is like infe&tious Air. 


Enter Beaufort. . 


It feeds the ſecret canſe of my diſeaſe, 
And does enrage what it did uſe t appeaſe. 
Beauf. ſtarting. _ that was Graciand'sWoige. . 


Grac. Oh Be + 
\ Benuf, She calls on me, and does advance this way : | \;/ 
I will conceal my ſelf within this Bower - Ny” _ 
The ſecret-cauſes of my grief betray. | | 


Beaufort goes into an Arbor, and Gratiana and Leticia « 
| come upon the Stage. 


Grac. Too rigidly my Honour I purſne ; 
Snre ſotnething trom me to my Love is due» ' |- / 
Within theſe private ſhades for him ll mourn, - ! | PS 
Whom 1 in publick am oblig'd to ſcorn, 

Let. Why ſhou'd you, . Madarn, -thus indulge your grief? 
Love never yet in ſorrow found relief: 1 RPE | 
Theſe Sighs, like Northern Winds © th? ww Spring, : | 
DeſtruQion to your blooming Beauty bring,:.'1 i co 5 

Grac. Leticia, peace ; my Beauty.I'deff A397 550% 02D wn lof4; BY 3 Þ 
Wou'd you have me preſerve theſe fatal bes ? 

_.. Zet.i Had you leſs beanteous been, rad know leſs care : - 
Ladies are happieſt pox. fair : H 
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Nor Palmer, — 4 5 I 
Fortune {ill croſſes the induftrious, Girlggt | | 
When we recover him, you muſt begin” _ 
To lie at a little opener ward ; 

"Tis dangerous keeping the Fool too long at bay, | | 
Leſt ſome old Wood-man drop in by chance, F.: 5 
And diſcover thou art but a-raſcal Deer. | > 

I have counterfeited half a dozen Mortgag 

& dozen Bonds, end cars Seriventny to all ; 
| | - I2 


— _—— x 
You were to Be too ; 
Leſt to your Love you rertiel enim ear. 
Grac, 1 did what I in honoor ought to do: 
] yet to Beaufort and” my love am trae ; * 
And if his-Rival live, ll 'be his Bri - : | K 
Joy ſhall unite whom Grief does.now divide:;:. —- 
But if for love of me brave Bruce.does die, & =" 
1 am contratted to his Memory. _ aps 236 462 > _ 
iy = \ Graciana | "here am 1 | Bn ry 5 \ 1 
(By what I've heard.) fix'd in'an ecſtaſy. - | AST 
Grac. We are ſurpriz'd ; -unlacky accident ? 6 | 
Freſh Sorrow*s added tomy diſcontent. PEAS ax bs» at eeS 
Beaufort enters, | | 


Beauf. Graciana, ſtay, you can-no more 
Since Fortune joins with Love to be my Friend ; 
There is no fear of Brace his ; the wound 
By abler Chir'gions is not found; | 
She will not ſtay. a AFL, 256. Jus | 
My Joys, like Waters ſmelPd into hed, | Ws, 
Bear down what © re their uſual ſtreams withſtood, [Exit Beaufort,  - © 
| SCENE IVv.. 

Scene, My Lady DevbwePs Houſe. 
Enter Wheadle and Grace. wy 


Whead. I wonder we haye yet no tidings of our Right, 
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That will ſatisfy him in thy: Eſtate : | | A 

He' has ſent into-t ntry for his 4 x 

Writings : | \ : 

But ſee, here he comes.. | | 
Enter Sir Nicholas. 


” = 
. * 
. 


OY 


Sir N:cb/las, I muſt chide you, indeed I muſt ; | | | | 
You negle& your duty here : Nay, Madam, never” 
Bluſh ; Faith PII reveal all, Y'ars the bappieſt,. 


The luckieſt Man—— . »Þ - 
by Enter Sir Frederick; © IA | 
Ware betray'd ; Death, what makes him here ? ; . 
Sir Frederick, your humble Servant; y'are come © [To Sir Frederick. 


In the luckieſt time for mirth ; will you but lend 
Me your Ear & do not you ſee Sir Niclas and Grace: 
Yonder ? look, look. | 
Sir Fred, Yes. . ,* 
Whead.' T am perſwading him to keep her ; ſhe's a pretty, - 
Deſerving Girl ; *faith let us draw off a while, 
And lavgh among our ſelves, for. fear of ſpoiling | | 
The poor Weaches market ; let us, let us.. w | 
Sir Fred, With all my Heart.. "2 


Bayliffs meet Wheadle at the door, and Arreſt bin. 
| —— 4 We Arreſt you, Sir. EAN | 
- Whead, Arreſt me ? Sir Frederick, Sir Nicholas. | 
Sir Fred. We are not provided-for a Reſcue at preſent; Sir; 
Whead. At whoſe Suit ? | 
Bayliffs. At Sir Frederick Frollick's. . 288 
bead. Sir Frederick Frollick's ? 1 owe him never a farthing, 
Sir Fred, Yare miſtakert, Sir ; you owe mea thouſand pounds : : | 
Look you, do you know Mr. Palmer's hand 7? | 


He has aſlign'd ſuch a ſmall debt over to me. - 
, . : ; : 
Enter Palmer and Jenny. 'F a>$.2 
Whead. How-was I bewitch'd to truſt ſuch a Villain / * . 
Oh Rogue, Dog, Coward, P *s. | | | | 
Palm. © thou unconſcionable Wheale.; a thouſand pounds- A 


Was too ſmall a bubble ! * 
Sir Fred. Away with him, away with him; 4 
Whead. Nay, Sir Frederick, *tis puniſhmeut enough to fall. 

From my expeCtetion : | 

[o not ruine a young man. 

Gras. | beſeech. you, Str. 
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Here, -marry: her,- we are ack: 
| She's's _ deſerving hrs and a Fortune now 
H_ Rh ages d but conſder—— 
Pray, Sir, do | 
. Sir Fred. No conſideration ; diſpatch, or 4 nul 
To Limbo. OO 
Pal Wes thee re: fda Dita 1 ll ot Pi. "$6"... 
Wirkgs Grace, 1did but make bold Wks « 70u0g Bs. Sane i bs. 


before it come into : 

LiccieMia Grace,  oaia I; NG Opn 
When we firſt ent it ; 
For my. Wedding-F | 

Sir Nich. bo, "oo weſt Apa: Mr. Whegule: | 

Palm, Much Joy, . with " gu 

Whead. Sir. F that "Ther, h at me 2 RO My 

Sir Fred, No, no ; ” Fn, Come I ae amends, © 
As well as thy Miſtreſs, 2 he tajory 1. thee a | 
Th other Night : | 
Here's a Husband for thee tov : 


mw Palmer, where are you ? | | | 8 Eg 
alm. Alas, Sir Frederick, 1 am pot able” * oy 1 

To  mndrtain Bee? # L448 . 
Sir Fred. She ſhall maintain you, Sir, 6 "IM 5 MY 
Do not you underſtand the Myitery of Stipony,. | PS 


Jenny ? | | XJ. 
Maid. 1 know how to make Democuana, Sir. 55+ 3.00% 
Sir Fred, Thou art richly endow'd, ifaith : Here, here Palmer; -+:0 

No ſhall 1, ſhall 1: This or. that, wiycts. 6 Ny ION STE 

You deſerve better. - SLIT TA 

"Palm. This is but a.ſhort Reprieve+ the Gallows will | £22 of 

Be my Deſtiny. HAS, 2, 

Sir YEred. Sir Nictlas, now, we m hh t/a eter MY 


Solemnity ; my Siſter expeds vs.” | 8D. 209 


Gen:lemen, meet us at the &oſe 4 
Mr. Wheadle. A : ' K | CRE wy " 


Dinner upon you, and there” 
lifs, wait them thither;-* 50 nul 
ir Xi, I wiſh you much Jo wir your mtg BEOS: 
Gentlemen. a7, wrt uo am, 4 
 "Whead. A Pox on your Alliganiziit; Puhwer.. 16h 111 1.07 26 0 Sod 0 3 


hath . "" 8: 
- ) A - 
I» ” is 5 - TOES 
. > ha 
F " 


MS. 
S af 
"Op/ 


_#YP E'4ok © 


'Palm. 'A Pox-on-your rich W bh "I: ; ah je 
Fr wewulo 


& 4 2Þo 4 EI V, »” | * 
M11 ri nated bac ! "Bi C3 
Scens, The Lord BeyiPs Houſe." 1, 


Enter Lord Bevil, Bruce Jed in, Lovis, Beaufort, Gracian 
and. Aurelia. 


Bruce. Graciana, I have loſt my Claim to Jon, 
And now my Heart's become Awrelia's'due ; v5 
'$he all this while, within her tender Me 
The Flame of Love has carefully ſu ph oe, 
\Courting for me, ' and ſtriving to, | CM 
-Her own Contentment to advance.my hoy MES. - 
Aurel. 1 did no more than Honour preſs'd me to; | | o 
Lwiſh I'd woo'd ſucteſsfully for you, FW 
Bruce. You fo excel in Honour and ip.Loye,,.. 
You both my Shame and; he Life rom we more. * | 
Anwrelia, dere; accept that 
Which 'Heavn {o ki ;has hes thee. © Jed | lt 
My Lord, I hope you will xj ice allow, © To -L. Bevil. 
And with your Approbation ſeal our Vow. | L240 
Bev. In gen'rous Minds this to the World will peeve 
'That Gratitude has Pow'r to conquer Love, 
It were, brave Man, Impiety in me 
Not to approve that which the Heav*ns decree, 
Bruce, Graciana, on my gen'rovs Rival you | 
Muſt now beſtow what to his Merit's due. 
Grac, Since you recovering, Bruce, your Claim decline, 
To wr _ | my - art robgn. > 
Beauf. Such-Honpurs, uch; Love, .25 you. hay wn, 
Are not in the BIS kT Virtue raw \ Ap SM . | 
My Lord, you muſt aſſiſt us here once more z [CT L. Bevil.' 
The God of Love doc your Conſens impor, I en IT 
Bev. May Love in you ſt your mutual Fire. [Toning their Hands. 
Beauf. And may that Flame but with our Breaths expire. | 
Lovis, My Lord, our Quarrel now isat an End ; 
You are not Bruce's Rival, but his F | 
Beauf. In this brave ſtrife your & 
The a&ive Flames of our aſpiring Love. 
Bruce, Dear Friend, thy Merits Fame cannot expreſs. 
Lovis. They are rewarded in your, Lis (00s | 
Bruce, Come all into my Arms before 
Let's breathe our Joys into each others Breaſt - | 


0 "ia * \ $I . - j 
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' Sin to anſwer for, of de 


\ Sir Fra, Haſte of, perform whit 1 eotinandad "2: wh 
\ Defy. 1 vil be yer quick begar- © Fam mare den tulf e Be Fe 


3a *- —_ ; 

Ns ol Wes, the Noiſcof theſe opils brought EE 
You hither ; 1 waters. '/ Wo 

mw Were ins long | 

to put my ſelf u 

Sir Fred, Nay, ifupon 
Fain marry me in Revenge; 
Theſe Guardian Angels about. m 
And all thy Charms: Do 
Reward their Hawks before they fy the 

Wid. When your! 
To the Lure” 

Sir Fred, A {here bad Hae ws 
Of the Vanity of this World, in a 
I may be careleſs of my ſelf. 

5d. And. marry, 


Sir Fred. 


nn og 


To To thy own W again, you 
And not eſteem the Favour, fn 


Wid,-Is it me pool can. _ 
Do you i 8. 
Who CR all Fe E play, a 


Parcel 
Sir Fred. I told 


Sir; let us thaks > hartdy 


.Wid. Stay, thr 
Sir Po 3 if. thou once co grhy 
Thow'lt nev idow, | 
Bevil. Siſter, "* 
Give me leave 


Take her, and 
iis 


3 noP; 
For evil Cuſtoms on the w 
Widow, what 01d doings will be anon 7 


This day, my Lord; -.I hope you'tlexcnſe the Liberty , 7 <7 
I have taken to ſend for them, the ſight will much , 
Encreaſe your mirth this Joyful Day. 

L. Bev. 1 ſhould have blam'd you; Sir, if you had 
Reſtrain'd your Humour.here. 


Making, 
Enter Dufoy.,. | > 


Sir Fred, What, are they come IS ps TELL 
Dufoy. Dey be all at the Doors, begar.!. eyery Man vid ws | Y 


Entre, Jentlemen, vid your Lady, oy vid your 
Great Fortune : Ha, ha, ha: 


Enter Sir Nicholas and his Bride, Wheadle and bis Bride, Paliter - 
and bis 2008 | 
__ E * 7 , 
- Sir Nich, wks FRA you ſee how Gidakingly ads looks 
Yonder with his rich Widow ? 
Wid. Brother, is this Fellow your Brother ? . 
Sir Nich, Ay, that I am. ENS © OO "EY 


Sir Nicholas, Did not 1 tiatry your Liſter, Sir ? | i 21 

Sir Fred, Fie, fie, Sir Nicb'Ias ; T chought y'ad been 
A modefter Man. 

Sir Nich. Is my Wife no kin to you, Sir ?. 

Sir Fred, Not your, Wits - but ok ro Heir may, _ 
If it prove ſo. # + Joy be 'Kequaintance. 
Widow, reſolving to je a rs os, 
And keep houſe altogether wi No hs, lt 
I have w; nd of my own 'Houſhould. ſtall} F 
Ms Sear! nog to this Gentleman: *. * 

and P 


ad ith our fair Bri FICtY it _ 
Sic Nick's e wiſh xgu Joy with 7 mY 


Sir Njch, [ will go and oj; nd tre you Wap op 
For a Plot immediately. 


— 


I have coupled no leſs than a Pair-Royal my ſelf. | Boy ; y 


Theſe muſt neos be plxſnt Marches tht are of bis 2L0' bas," 


LID ;1 Mes 


Pret Metres, Brid, Whore... RI ls © 7 


Sir Fred," No, no, Sir Wicholgs. OT TEM 


f IJ 0" TpLocy. X 


% 
. 
ah 
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'Catch-poles without 


is - Ort na 
Sir Fred: Hold, ri cure are erin 


: you cannot 
trial ard Founs in For 
Pocket : Carry her into the Country, 
Your Neighbours Wives will viſit her, and your 
She's a vertuous well-bred Lady : 
And, give her her due, 'faith ſhe ona very; 
Honeſt Wench to me, and I believe will makea very 
Honeſt Wife to you. 

Sir Nich, If 1 diſcover this 1 anrloſt; [ ſhall be ridiculous 


- Even to our own Party. 


Sir Fred, You are in the right : Come, take her, or 
Make much of her, the ſhall ve you 


A Thouſand Pounds. 
Sir Nich, Well, , if thou can but deceive my 
Of Mother, mike eighours in the Country, 
1 ſhall bear m obo patiently. 
Sir Fred, Pll warrant you, Sir, Women ſo xkilP4 in Vice 


Can diſſemble Virtue. 


fy, make de much of your Lady, Shentlemen ; 


Begar foo vl them ver civil. 
Sir Fred. Dufoy, I had almoſt forgot thee. 
Dufoy. Begar my merit is ver ſeldom in your 


Sir Fred. Now 1 will reward thy Services ; here, 
Enjoy thy Miſtreſs. 
HOES body: you wi re ee RAE 
yor all my 
come ! Is that a deſ) e Portion 
ror wok Marry come up : picabl 


Metres Bet ; ve vil be ver good 


; but ve vil no marris; 
Dat ha ver auch batter, 
eons. "Y 
out : emen, you have 
Made Ver fhd?; and you ſhall now be made ver mer 
Vid de Fidler. 
. Whead, Ha! cozen'd with Fidlers for Bailiffs ! 
I durſt have ſworn falſe Dice might as ſoon have p 
Paſs'd upon me \ 
Sir Fred. ;d them ſtrike up ; we will have n Dance, 
Widow, to divert theſe melancholy Gentlemen. 


Friend upon 


L. Bevil. Yoo full commas CE _. 
Make al thoſe welcome that are pleas to ſtay. | 


} 
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[Hier the Dance. 
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Sir-Fred. Sir © Nicholas and Mr. hd 1 releaſe you bath: | 
Of your Judgment, and "will give it under 
My hand at any Time. 
Widow, for al theſe bloody Preparations. 
There will be no great. Maſſacre of Maiden-Heads 
Among us. here. 
Anon | will make, you all lavgh with the Occaſion 
Of theſe Weddings. ; 


On what ſmait Accidents depends our Fate, 
Whilſt Chance, not Prudence, makes us Fortunato. 
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* I R Frederick, now 1 am reveng'd on you, . > 


Y For alt:your Frollick Wit, Yare coupend too; 
" I have made over all my Wealth to theſe _ © 
Honeſt Gentlemen ; they are my Truſtees. LES 8 oy 2 
Tet, Gentlemen, if you are pleas d ym may © 


4 


. 


' . -» Spoke by-Wheadke. tþ | : is 
Pin: Wheadlc beprs bas ft you lf nts x RR 
Here he. proteſts "tis that he only meant : 7 
If yare diſpleas d we're. all croffebit to-day? 
And be has Whead('d us that writ the Play.” - + 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


Ihe Pris'ners, conſcious of th offended Low,” 
When Juries after th Evidence pens. 
S$o waits-our Author, between Hope and Fear, 
Until he does your doubtful Verdi&t hear. I4 3 
Men are more clvil than in former Days; 
Few now, in Publick, hiſs or rail at Plays ; . 
* He bid me therefore mind your Looks with Care, © 
And told me I ſhould read your Sentence there ; 
But I, unslIFd in Faces, cannot gueſs 
By this firſt View what is the Plays ſucceſs ; 
"Nr ſhall I eaſe the Author of his Fear, Ps 
Till twice or thrice, at leaſt, Pe ſeen you here. 


